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THE 

AUTHOR'S APOLOGY. 

MY Works arc advcrtis'd for falc. 
And cenfures fly as thick as hail; 
While my poor fcheme of publication 
Supplies the dearth of converfation* 

What will the ^rA/ fay?— -That's your cry. 
Who is the World? and what am I ? 

Once, but thank heaven, thofc days arc o'er. 
And perfecution reigns no more. 
One man, one hardy man alone, 
Ufurp'd the critic's vacant throne. 
And thence with neither tafte nor wit. 
By powerful catcall from the pit, 
Knock'd farce, and play, and a^r down. 
Who pafs'd the fentence thenP^^the Towni 
So now each upftart puny df 
Talks of the «n;orA/, ^lidi mtaoA him/elf » 

Yet in the circle there are thofe 
Who hdrt c'cn more than open foes: 
Whofe friendihip ferves the talking turn, 
}uft fimmers to a kind concern. 
And with a wond'rous foft expreffioa 
Expatiates upon indifcretion; 



+ LLOYD'S POEMS. 

Flies from the Poems to the Man, 
And gratifies the favourite plan 
To pull down other's reputation. 
And build their own on that foundation. 

The fcholar grave, of tafte difcerning. 
Who lives on credit for his learning, 
And has no better claim to wit 
Than carping at what others writ, 
With pitying kindnefs, friendly fear, 
Whifpers conjedlurcs in your car. 
** I'm forty— and he's much to blame«i« 
*^ He might have publi(h'd*^ut his name I 
«' The thing might plcafc a few, no doubt^ 
" As handed privately about«— 
•* It might amufe a friend or two, 
*' Some partial friend like me and you ; 
^* But when it comes to preft and print 
" You'U find, I fear, but little in't. 
^' He (lands upon a dangerous brink 
^* Who totters o'er the fca of ink, 
^* Where reputation runs aground, 
'* The author call away, and drown'd. 

** And theur-^'twas wilful and abfurd, 
*' (So well approv'd, fo well preferr'd,) 
•• Abruptly thus a place to quit 
«' A place which moft his genius hitj 
«' The theatre for Latin wit ! 
'* With critics round him chafle and terfc^ 
!• To give a plaudit to hia vcrfcl'* 

5 Latin^ 
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THE AUTHOR^S APOLOGY. $ 

Latin/ 1 grant, fheurs college breeding. 
And fome fchool-common-place of reading. 
Bat has in Moderns fmall pretenfion 
To real wit or ftrong invention* 
The excellence you critics praife 
Hangs on a curions choice of phrafe; 
Which pick'd and chofen here and there« 
From profe or verfe no matter where. 
Jumbled together in a difh. 
Like Spanifh olio, fowl, flefh, fifh. 
You fet the claffic hodge-podge on 
For pedant wits to feed upon. 
Your wou'd-be Genii vainly feek 
Fame for their Latin verfe, or Greek; 
Who would for that be moft admir'd 
Which blockheads may, and have acquir'd^ 
A mere mechanical conne^on 
Of favourite words,— a bare colkflion 
Of phrafes, — ^where the labour'd cento 
Prefents you with a dull memento. 
How Firgilf Horace, 0<i;/Vjoin, 
And club together half a line. 
Thefe only drain their motly wits 
In gathering patches, ftireds, and bits. 
To wrap their barren fancies in. 
And make a claffic Harlequin. 

—Were I at once irapower'd to Ihew 
My utmoft vengeance on my foe. 
To punifli with extremeft rigour, 
I could infiift nopcDance bigger ' 
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Than ufing him as learning's tool 
To make him U(her of a fchooL 
For« not to d^vell upon the toil 
Of working on a barren foil, 
And laboring with incefTant pains 
To cultivate a blockhead's brains^ 
The duties there but ill befit 
The love of letters, arts, or wit. 
For whofoe'er, though (lightly, fips. 
Their grateful flavour with his lips. 
Will find it leave a (match behind. 
Shall fink fo deeply in the mind. 
It never thence can be cras'd— 
But, rifing up, you call it Tqfie, 

'Twere foolifh foi a drudge to chufe 
A gufto which he cannot afe. 
Setter difcard the idle whim. 
What's He to Tap? or Tafle to Him? 
For me, it hurts me to the foul 
To brook confinement or controul ; 
Still to be pinioned down to teach 
The fyntax and the parts of fpeech ; 
Or, what perhaps is drudging worfc. 
The links, and joints, and rules of verfe; 
To deal out authors by retale. 
Like penny pots of Oxford die; 
—Oh! 'Tis a fervice irkfome more 
Than tugging at the (lavifti oar. 

Yet fuch his talk, a difmal truth. 
Who watches o'er the bent of youthi 
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And while> a paltty (lipend earning. 
He fows the richeft feeds of learning. 
And tills tbeir minds with proper care^ 
And fees them their due produce bear. 
No joys, alas I his toil beguile 
His onuH lies fallow all the while* 

** Yet ftill he's in the road, you fay* 
*• Of learning."— Why, perhaps, he may. 
But turns like horfes in a mill. 
Nor getting on, nor (landing ftill: 
For little way his learning reaches. 
Who reads no more than what he teaches* 

•• Yet you can fend advent'rdus youth, 
«• In fearch of letters, tafte, and truth, 
•• Who ride the highway road to knowledge 
*• Through the plain turnpikes of a college«''. 
True.— like way-pofts, we ferve to (hew 
The road which travellers ihould go| 
Who jog along in ea(y pace, 
Secure of coming to the place. 
Yet find, return whene'er they will. 
The Poft, and its dircaioii ftill: 
Which ftands an ufeful unthank'd guide. 
To many a paffenger bcfidc. 

'Tis hard to carve for others meat. 
And not have time one's fclf to eat. 
Though, be it always underftoodj 
Our appetites are full as good. 

" But there have been, and proofs appear, 
" Who bore this load from year to year 5 
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*» Whofe claim to letters, parts, andwit> 
*« The world has ne'er difputed yet. 
«* Whether the flowing mirth prevail 
•* In Wejleyi fong, or humorous tale; 
•* Or happier Bourne* s expxeffion pkafe 
♦• With graceful turns of claffic cafe; 
♦* Or Oxford's well-read poet fings 
^ Pathetic to the ear of kings : 
•» Thefe have indulged the mufes' flight, 
•* Nor loft their time or credit by't j 
•* Nor fuflTer'd fancy's dreams to prey 
** On the due buflnefs of the day* 
** Verfe was to them a recreation 
•« Us*d by way of relaxation." 

Your inftances are fair and true. 
And genius I refpedl with you, 
I envy none their honeft praife; 
I feek to blaft no fcholar's bays : 
Still let the graceful foliage fpread 
Its greeneft honours round their head,. 
Bleft, if the Mufes* hand entwine 
A fprig at leaft to circle mine! 

Come, — I admit, you tax me right* 
Prudence, 'tis true, was out of fight. 
And you may whifper all you meet. 
The man was vague and indifcreet. 
Yet tell me, while you cenfure me,^ 
Are you from error found and free f 
Say, does your breaft no bias hide, 
Whofe influence draw$ the mind ofidef 

AH 
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All have their hobby-horfe, you fee. 
From Triftrani down to you and me. 
Ambition, fplendour, may be* thine ; 
Eafe, indolence, perhaps, are mine. 
Thoogh pHidence, and our nature's pride 
May wiih our weaknefTes to hide. 
And fet their hedges up before 'em. 
Some Sprouts will branch, and flraggle o'er 'em» 
Strive, fight againft her how you will. 
Nature will be the miftrefs ftiU, 
And though you curb with double rein. 
She'll run away with us again. 

But let a man of parts be wrong, 
^Tis triumph to the leaden throng. 
The fools ihall cackle out reproof. 
The very afs (hall raife his hoof; 
And he who holds in his pofTeflion, 
The fingle virtue of difcretion. 
Who knows no overflow of fpirit, 
Whofe want of paflions is his merit. 
Whom wit and tafte and judgement flies^ 
Shall fhake his noddk, ^xA/sem wifcr 
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THE ACTOR. 

ADDRESSED TO BONNEL THORNTON, ESQ. 

ACTING, dear Thornton, its perfedlion draws. 
From no obfervance of mechanic laws : 
No fettled maxims of a fav*rite flage. 
No rules deliver'd down from age to age. 
Let players nicely mark them as they will. 
Can e'er entail hereditary (kill. 
If, 'mongft the humble hearers of the pit. 
Some curious vet'ran critic chance to fit. 
Is he pleas'd more becaufe 'twas ai^ed fo 
By Booth and Cibbcr thirty years ago ? 
The mind recals an objeft held more dear. 
And hates the copy, that it comes fo near. 
Why lov'd he WiUcs*s air. Booth's nervous tone ? 
In them 'twas natural, 'twas all their own. 
A Garrick's genius muft our wonder raife. 
But gives his mimic no refled^ed praife. 

Thrice happy Genius, whofe unrival'd name. 
Shall live for ever in the voice of Fame! 
*Ti8 thine to lead with more than magic (kill. 
The train of captive paffions at thy will ; 
To bid the burfting tear fpontaneous flow 
In the fweet fenfe of fympathetic woe : 
Through cv'ry vein I feel a chilnefs creep, 
When horrors fuch as thine have murder' djkef; 
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And at the old man's look and frantic flare 
*Tis Lear alarms me, for I fee him there. 
Nor yet confined to tragic walks alone. 
The Comic Mufc too claims thee for her own. 
"With each delightful requifite to pleafe, 
Taftc, Spirit, Judgment, Elegance, and Eafe, 
Familiar Nature forms thy only rule. 
From Ranger's rake to Drugger's vacant fool. 
With powers fo pliant, and fo various bleft. 
That what we fee the laft, we like the beft. 
Not idly pleas'd, at judgment's dear expence. 
But burft outrageous with the laugh of fenfe. 

Perfedion's top, with weary toil and pain, 
*Ti8 genius only that can hope to gain. 
The Play'r's profeflion (though I hate the phrafe, 
'Tis fo mechanic in thefe modem days) 
lies not in trick, or attitude, or ftart. 
Nature's true knowledge is the only art. ' 
The ftrong-felt paflion bolts into his face. 
The mind untouch'd, what is it but grimace! ' 
To this one ftandard make your jufl appeal. 
Here lies the golden fecret ; learn to feel. 
Or fool, or monarch, happy, or diftreft. 
No adlor ^eafes that is not poffe/s^d. 

Once bn the ftage, in Rome's declining days. 
When Chriftians were the fubjcdl of their plays,- 
E'er perfecution dropp'd her iron rod. 
And men ftill wag'd an impious war with God, 
An aftor flourilh'd of no vulgar fame. 
Nature's difciple, and Geneft his name. 
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A noble objcft for his fldll he chofe, 
A martyr dying *midft infulting foes. 
Refign'd with patience to religion's laws. 
Yet braving monarchs in his Saviour's caufc. 
Fiird with th' idea of the facred part. 
He felt a zeal beyond the reach of art. 
While look and voice, and gcfture, all expreft 
A kindred ardour in the player's brcaft; 
Till as the flame through all his bofom ran. 
He loft the Aftor, and commenced the Man; 
Ptofeft the faith; his pagan gods denied. 
And what he afled then, he after died. 

The Player's province they but vainly try. 
Who want thefe pow'rs. Deportment ^ Voice ^ and Eye* 

The Critic Sight *tis only Grace can plcafe. 
No figure charms us if it has not Ea/e. 
There are, who think the ftature all in all. 
Nor like the hero, if he is not tall. 
The feeling fcnfe all other want fupplies, 
I rate no adlor's merit from his iize. 
Superior height requires fuperior grace. 
And what's a giant with a vacant facef 

Theatric monarchs, in their tragic gait^ 
AfFeft to mark the folemn pace of ftatc. 
One foot put forward in pofition ftrong. 
The other, like its vaifal, dragged along* 
So grave each motion, fo exa6t and flow. 
Like wooden monarchs at a puppet (how. 
The mien delights us that has native grace> 
J^ataSi^tioQ ill fupplies its placc% 
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Unikilful a^rs, like your immic apes. 
Will writhe their bodies in a thoufand (hapes; 
However forei^ from the poet's art. 
No tragic hero but admires a dart. 
What though unfeeling of the nervous line. 
Who but allows his attitude is fine ? 
While a whole minute equipoised he ftands. 
Till praife difmifs him with her echoing hands ! 
Kefolv'd, though nature hate the tedious paufe, 
^7 perieverance to extort applaufe. 
When Romeo forrowing at his Juliet's doom. 
With eager madnefs burils the canvas tomb, 
Thefudden whirl, ftretch'd leg, and lifted ftaff. 
Which pleafe the vulgar, make the critic laugh. 

To paint the pafiion's force, and mark it well^ 
The proper aftion nature's felf will tell; 
No pleafing pow'rs diftortions e'er exprcfs. 
And nicer judgment always loaths excefs. 
In fock or buikin, who overleaps the bounds, 
Difgufb our reafon, and the taile confounds. 

Of all the evils which the ftage mokft, 
I hate your fool who overa^s his jeft; 
Who murders what the poet finely writ. 
And, like a bungler, haggles all his wit. 
With fhrug, and grin, and geflure out of place. 
And writes a fooliih comment with his face. 
Old Johnfon once, though Gibber's perter vein • 
^Qt meanly gioupes him with a num'rous train^ 

f Sec Cibbcr'8 Apology, Svot 17501 
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With fteady face, and fober hum'rous mien. 
Filled the ftrong outlines of the comic fcene. 
What was writ down, with decent utterance fpoke. 
Betray 'd no fyraptom of the confcious joke; 
The very man in look, in voice, in air. 
And though upon the ftage, appeared no Play'r. 

The word and adtion fhould conjointly fuit. 
But adling words is labour too minute. 
Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong; 
While fober humour marks th' imprefllon ftrong. 
Her proper traits the fixt attention hit. 
And bring me clofer to the poet's wit; 
With her delighted o'er each fcene I go, 
Well-pleas'd, and not alham'd of being fo. 

But let the generous Adlor ftill forbear 
To copy features with a Mimic's care! 
'Tis a poor (kill which ev'ry fool can reach, 
A vile ftage-cuftom, honour'd in the breach. 
Worfe as more clofe, the difingenuous art 
But fhews the wanton loofenefs of the heart. 
When I behold a wretch, of talents mean. 
Drag private foibles on the public fcene, 
Forfaking nature's fair and open road 
To mark fonie whim, fome ftrange peculiar mode, 
Fir'd with difguft I loath his fervile plan, 
Defpife the mimic, and abhor the man. 
Go to the lame, to hofpitals repair. 
And hunt for humour in diftortions there ! 
Jill up the meafure of the motley whim 
With ftirug, wink, fnuffle, and convulfive limb; 

Then 
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Then fhame at once, to pleafe a trifling age. 
Good fenfe, good manners, virtue, and the flage! 

'Tis not enough the voice be found and clear, 
'Tis modulation that muft charm the ear. 
When defperate heroines grieve with tedious moan. 
And whine their forrows in a fee-faw tone. 
The fame foft founds of unimpaflloned woes 
Can only make the yawning hearers doze. 

The voice all modes of paflion can exprefs. 
That marks the proper word with proper llrefs. 
But none emphatic can that a^or call. 
Who lays an equal emphafis on alL 

Some o'er the tongue the laboured meafures roll 
Slow and deliberate as the parting toll. 
Point ev'ry ftop, mark ev'ry paufe fo ftrong. 
Their words, like ftage-proceflions ftalk along. 
All affection but creates difguft. 
And e*en in fpeaking we may feem too juft. 

Nor proper, Thornton, can thofe founds appear 
Which bring not numbers to thy nicer ear ; 
In vain for them the pleafing meafure flows, 
Wliofc recitation runs it all to profe; 
Repeating what the poet fets not down. 
The verb disjointing from its friendly noun. 
While paufe, and break, and repetition join 
To make a difcord in each tuneful line. 

Some placid natures fill th' allotted fcene 
With lifdefs drone, infipid and ferene ; 
While others thunder ev'ry couplet o'er. 
And almoft crack your ears with rant and roan 

More 
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More nature oft and finer (Irenes are fhown^ 
In the low whifpcr than tempeftuous tone. 
And Hamlet's hollow voice and fixt amaze^ 
More powerful terror to the mind conveys. 
Than he, who, fwol'n with big impetuous rage. 
Bullies the bulky phantom off the flage* 

He, who in eameft ftudies o'er his part. 
Will find true nature cling about his heart* 
The modes of grief are not included all 
In the white handkerchief and mournful drawl; 
A fingle look more marks th' internal woe. 
Than all the windings of the lengthened Oh, 
Up to the Face the quick fenfation flies. 
And darts its meaning from the fpeaking Eyes; 
Love, tranfport, madnefs, anger, fcom, defpair^ 
And all the paffions, all the foul is there. 

In vain Ophelia giv^ her flowrets round. 
And with her draws fantaflic ftrews the ground. 
In vain now fings, now heaves the defp'rate (igh. 
If phrenzy fit not in the troubled eye. 
In Gibber's look commanding forrows fpeak. 
And call the tear faft trick'ling down my cheek* 

There is a fault which fiirs the critic's rage; 
A want of due attention on the fbge. 
1 have feen sBon, and admir'd ones too, 
Whofe tongues wound up fet forward from thdr eve; 
In their own fpeech who whine, or roar away. 
Yet fecm unmov'd at what the reft may fay; 
Whofe eyes and thoughts on diflTrcnt objefts roam, 
Until the prompter's voice recal them home* 

Piveft 
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l>iveftyoiiifeIfofhearer8» if you can. 
And ftrive to fycak, and be the very man* 
Why (hoold the well-bi«d a£lor wiih to know 
Who fits above to-night, or who below ? 
So, 'mid th' harmonioas tones of grief or rage^ 
Italian fquallers oft difgrace the ftage ; 
When, with a fimp'ring leer, and bow profound. 
The fqueaking Cyrus greets the boxes round; 
Or proud Mandane, of imperial race. 
Familiar drops a curt'fie to her graces 

To fuit the drefs demands the ador's art# 
Yet there arc thofe who over-drefs the part. 
To fome prcfcriptive right gives fettled things. 
Black wigs to murd'rers, feather'd hats to kings* 
But Michael Caflio might be drunk enough. 
Though all his features were not grim'd with fnuff. 
Why flio^ld Pol Fieachum fliine in fatin clothes ? 
Why ev'ry devil dance in fcarlet hofe? 

But in ftage-cuftoms what ofiends me mod 
Is the |lip-door, and flowly-rifing ghoft. 
Tell me, nor count the queftion too fevere. 
Why need the difmal powder'd forms appear? 

When chilling horrors (hake th' aBFrighted king. 
And guilt torments him with her fcorpioQ (Ung$ 
When keeoeft feelings at his bofom pull. 
And fancy tells him that the feat is full ; 
Wh^ need the ghoft ufurp the monarch's place. 
To frightoi children with his mealy face? 
The king alone fhould form the phantom there. 
And talk and trei^ble at the vacant chair. 
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If Belvidera her lov'd lofs deplore, 
Why for twin fpef^res barfts the yawning floor? 
When with diforder'd ftarts, and horrid cries. 
She paints the mnrder'd forms before her eyes. 
And ftili purfues them with a franric ftare, 
Tis pregnant mkdnefs brings the vifions there. 
More inftant horror would enforce the fcene. 
If all her ihndd'rings were at fhapes unfeen. 

Poet and Actor thus, with blendid ikill. 
Mould all our paffions to their inftant will; 
'Tis thus, whoi feeling Garrick treads the ftage, 
(The fpeaking comment of his Shakefpear's page} 
Oft as I drink the words with greedy ears, 
I fiiake with horror, or diffolve with tears, 

O, ne*cr may folly feize the throne of taftc, 
Nor^nlneis lay the realms of genius wafte! 
No bouncing crackers ape the thund'rer's fire. 
No tumbler float upon the bending wire! 
More natural ufes to the ilage belong. 
Than tumblers, monfters, pantomime, or ibng* 
For other purpofe was that fpot deflgn'd : 
To purge the pafHons, and reform the mind. 
To give to nature all the force of art. 
And while it charms the ear to mend the heart* 

Thornton, to thee, I dare with truth commend. 
The decent ftagc as virtue's natural friend. 
Though oft debas'd with fcenes profane and loofe. 
No reafon weighs againft its proper ufc. 
Though the lewd prieft his facrcd fun^on Ihamc, 
Jtdjgioa's pcrfcd law is fiill the fame. 
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Shall Thsy, who trace the paffions from their rifej 
Shew fcom her features^ her own image vice? 
Who teach the mind its proper force to (can» 
And hold the faithful mirror up to man« 
Shall their profeffion e*ct provoke difdam> 
Who ftand the foremofl in the moral train» 
Who lend reflexion all the grace of art. 
And fbike the precept home upon the hearth 

Yet, haplefs Artift! though thy (kill can raife 
^thc bnrfting peal of unlverfal praife, 
ThoB^ at thy beck Applaufe delighted ftands^ 
And lifts, Briareus' like, her hundred hands. 
Know, Fame awards thee but a partial breatht 
Not an thy talents brave the ftroke of death. 
Poets to ages yet unborn appeal, • 

And lateft times th' Eternal Nature fed. 
Though blended here the praife of bard and play V* 
While more than half becomes the Adlor's (hare, 
Relentlefs death untwifls the mingled fame^ 
And finks the player in the poet's name« 
The pliant mufcles of the various face. 
The mien that gave each fentence ftrength and grace. 
The tuneful voice, the eye that fpoke the mind. 
Are gone, nor leave a fingle trace bdiind* 
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THE LAW STUDENT* 

TO GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 

^id tihi eum Cirrhd ? quid cum FermeJJidosundaf 
Romanum frofius divitiu/que Forum eft. 

Mart. 

2^0 W Chrift-Chulth left, and fixt at Lincoln's Inn, 

Th' important ftudies of the Law begin. 
Nowgr6anthe (helves beneath th' unufual charge 
Of Records, Statutes, and Reports at large. 
Each (!)aflic Author feeks his peaceful nook. 
And modeft Virgil yields his place to Coke. 
No more, ye Bards, for vain precedence hope. 
But even Jacob take the lead of Pope ! 

While the pil'd (helves fink down on one another. 
And each huge folio has its cumb'rous brother. 
While, arm*d with thefe, the Student views with awe 
His fooms become the magazine of Law, 
Say whence fo few fucceed ? where thoufands aim. 
So few e'er reach the promised goal of fame ? 
Say, why Csecilius quits a gainful trade 
For regimentals, f word, and fmart cockade ? 

* In the Preface to Colman's profe that gentleman claims the pre- 
fent performance, and fays that it was given to our Author to fill up 
tk volume of poems publiflied by fublS^ption. 

Or 
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Or Sextos why his firft profeffion leaves 

For narrower band, plain ihirt, and podding fleeves? 

The depth of law aiks ftudy^ thought^ and care ? 
Shall we feek thefe in rich Alonzo's heir? 
Soch diligence, alas! is feldom foond 
In the brifk heir to forty ihoofand poond. 
Wealth, that excofes folly, floth creates. 
Few, who can fpend, e'er learn to get eilates. 
What is to him dry cafe, or doll report. 
Who ftodies fafhions at the Inns of Coort; 
And proves that thing of emptinefs and (how. 
That mongrel, half-form'd thing, a Temple-Beao? 
Obferve him daily faunt'ring op and down, 
Iq porple flippers, and in filkengown; 
Lad night's debaoch, his morning converfation ; 
The coming, all his evening preparation. 

By Law let others toil to gain renown! 
Florio's a gentleman, a man o*th' town. 
He noi^coorts clients, or the law regarding* 
Horries from Nando's down to Covent-Garden : 
Yet he's a Scholar ;-*maiic him in the Pit 
\^th critic catcall foond the flops of wit ! 
Sopreme at Geoige-s he harangoes the throng, 
Cenfor of ftile from tragedy to fong : 
Him ev'ry witling views with fecret awe. 
Deep in the Drama, fhallow in the Law. 

Others there are, who, indolent and vain, 
Contenm the fcience, they can ne'er attain : 
Who write, and read, hot all by fits and flarts^ 
Apd vamifh fpUy with the nam^ of Parts ; 

C 3 Trufl 
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Traft all to Geniui, for they fcom to pore^ 
Till e^on that little Genias is no moie. 

Knowledge in Law care only can attain^ 
Where honour^ parchas'd at the price of pain* 
Jf^ loit'ring, up th' afcent you ceafe to climbs 
No ftarts of labour can redeem the time. 
Induftrious fludy wins by (low degrees. 
True fons of Coke can ne'er be fons ateafe. 

There are, whom Love of Poetry has fmit. 
Who, blind to intereft, arrant dupes to wit. 
Have wander'd devious in the pleafing road. 
With Attic flowers and Claflic wreaths beftrew'd : 
Wedded to verfe, embraced the Mufc for life. 
And ta'en, like modem bucks, their whores to wife« 
Where'er the Mufe ufurps defpotic fway. 
All other ftudies muft of force give way, 
Int'reft in vain puts in her prudent claim, 
Nonfuited by the pow'rful plea of fame. 
As well you might weigh lead againfl a feather^ 
As ever jumble wit and law together. 

On Littleton Coke gravely thus remarks, 
(Remember this, ye rhyming Temple Sparks ! 

** In all our author's tenures, \xe it notelf, 
*« This is the fourth time any verfc is quoted." 
Which, 'gainft the Mufe and verfe, may well imply 
What lawyers call a naili profiqui. 

Quit then, dear George, O quit the barren fields 
Which neither profit nor reward can yield ! 
What the' the fprightly fcene, well aded, drawt 
From unpack'd EngUflunen unbrib'd applaufe. 

Some 
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Some monthly Grab, fome Dennu of the age» 
In print cries fluune on the dq^en'iate ftage \ 
If hxpty Chnichill ftrire with generous aim* 
To fknthe fpaiks of genias to a flame ; 

If all UNASKED, UNKNOWING^ AND YINKlTOWKf 

By noting thy defert, he prove his own ; 
Envy fhaU ftraight to Hamilton's repair. 
And vent her fpleen, and gall, and venom there. 
Thee, and thy works, and all thy friends decry» 
And boldly print and publiih a rank lie. 
Swear yonr own hand the flatt'ring iikenefs drew. 
Swear your own breath fame's partial trampet blew. 
Well I remember oft your friends have faid, , 
(Friends, whom thefureft maxims ever kd) 
Tuai parfon, Colman, that's the way to thrive : 
Your parfons are the happieft men alive. 
Judges, there, are but twelve, and never more. 
But Stalls untold, and Bifhops, twenty-four. 
Of pride and claret, doth and ven'fon full. 
Yon prekte mark, right reverend and dull! 
He ne'c^, good man, need penfive vigils keep 
To preach his audience once a week to fleep; 
On rich preferments battens at his eafe. 
Nor fweau for dthes, as lawyers toil for fees, 

* See the tery curioas and vi»y similar cridcirmi on the 
comedy of the Jealoat Wife, in the two Refiewt, together with 
the moft malicious and infolent atuck on the writer, and the au* 
thorof this CoUe^ion in the Critical Review for March; an in- 
jury pooriy repaired by a lame apology in the Review for the fucceM« 
ing moatbi coaUiaiog frefh infults oit one of the Ipjured parties. 

C 4 Th«» 
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Thus they advis'd. I know thee better far; 
And cry, Hick clofe, dear Colman, to the Bar! 
If genius warm thee, where can genius call 
For nobler aftion tlmn in yonder hall? 
'Ti^.not enough each mom, on Term's approach^ 
To club your legal threepence for a coach ; 
Then at the Hall to take your filent ftand. 
With inkrhorn and long note-book in your hand« 
Marking grave ferjeants cite each wife report. 
And noting down fage didtums from the court. 
With overwhelming brow, and law-learn'd face. 
The index of your book of common-place. 

Thefe are mere drudges, that can only plod. 
And tread the path their dull forefathers trod, 
Doom*d thro' law's maze, without a due, to rangCi 
'Fiom/ecotfd Vernon down to/econd Strange* 
Do Thou uplift thine eyes to happier wits! 
Dulnefs no longer on the woolpack fits; 
No longer on the drawling dronifh herd 
Are the firft honours of the law coqfer'd ; 
But they whofe fame reward's due tribute draws. 
Whofe a6Uve merit challenges applaufe. 
Like glorious beacons, are fet high to view. 
To mark the paths which genius Ihould pcrfue. 

Ofor thy fpirit, Mansfield ! at thy name 
What bofom glows not with an a<5live flame? 
Alone from Jargon born to refcue Law, 
from precedent, grave hum, and formal faw ! 
To ftrip chican'ry of its vain pretence, 
^d marry Common Law tp Common Senfel 

Pratt! 
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Fkatt *i on thy lips periuafion ever hongi 
EnglUh falls, pure as Maima, from thy tongue ; 
On thy yoke tmth may reft, and on thy pka 
Unerring He NL BY + found the juft decree. 

Henlbt! than whom, to Hardwicke's well* 
lUsM fame. 
No worthier fecond Royal George cou'd name: 
No lawyei: of prerogative ; no tool 
Fafhion'd in black corruption's pliant fchool; 
Form'd 'twixt the People and the Crown to (land. 
And hold the fcales of right with even hand ! 

True to our hopes, and equal to his birth. 
See, fee in Yorkb J the force of lineal worth! 

But why their fcv'ral merits need I tell 
Why on each honour'd fage's praifes dwell 
WiLMOT II how well his place, orFosTER$ fills? 
Or Ihrew'd fenfe beaming from the eye of Will as % ? 

Such, while thou feed the public care engage. 
Their fame increafing with increafing age, 
Bais'd by true genius, bred in Phoebus* fchool, 
Wliofe warmth of foul found judgment knew to cool ; 

* Afterwards Earl Camden. 
f Afterwards Earl of Northington. 
i Charles Yorke, Efq; fecond fon of Lord Hardwick. 
^ Sir John Eardley Wiknot, afterwards Chief Juftice of die 
pommon Pleas, 
g Sir Michael Fofter, one of the Judges of the King's Bench, 
t Sir John WUles, Chief Juftice of the Common Pleas. 

-•With 
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—With Tuch illQftrions proofs before yoar eyes. 
Think not, xny friend, you've too much wit to rife* 
Think of die bench, the coif, long robe* and fee. 
And leave the Picfi to •••••»•»• •»» •• ••. 
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OLD England has not loft her pny'r. 
And Ge9rge» (thank heav'n!) has got an heir* 
A royal babe, a Prihcb of Walks, 
—Poets ! I pity all your nails— 
What reams of paper will be fpoil'd! 
WMitgradu/es be daily foil'd 
By inky fingers, greafy thumbs, 
Honting the word that never comes t 

Now Academics pump their wits. 
And lafh in vain their lazy //// ; 
In vain they whip, and flafh, and fpar» 
The callous jades will never ilir; 
Nor can they reach Pamaffiu* hill. 
Try every method which they will. 
Nay, fhould the tits get on for once. 
Each rider is fo grttve a dunce. 
That, as I've heard good judges fay, 
*Tis ten to one they'd lofe their way; 
Though not one wit befirides the back 
Of ufeful drudge, ycleped hack, 
£ut fine bred things of mettled bloody 
Picked from Afollo\ loyvlftud. 
Greeks Roman, nay Arabian fteeds. 
Or thofc our mother country breeds; , 

Some ride ye in, and ride ye out. 
And to come home go round abota^ 

Nor 
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Nor on the green fwerd, nor the road. 
And that I think they call an Od e* 
Some take the pleafant country air. 
And fmack their whips and drive a pair. 
Each horie with bells which dink and chime. 
And fo they march— and that is rhime^ 
Some copy with prodigious (kill 
The figures of a hutUryMlU 
Which, with great folks of erudition. 
Shall pafs for Coptic or Fhctnkian, 
While fome, as patriat love prevails. 
To compliment a prince of Wales, 
Salute the royal babe in Weljh, 
And fend forth gutturals like a belch. 

What pretty things imaginatioa 
Will fritter out in adulation ! 
The Fagan Gods (hall vifit earth. 
To triumph in a Chrifiian*s birth. 
While clajjtc poets, pure and chafte. 
Of trim and academic taste. 
Shall lug them in by head and (boulders. 
To be Of fpeakerSf or beholders. 
Mars (hall prefent him with a lance. 
To humble Spain and conquer France; 
The Graces, buxom. With, and gay. 
Shall at his cradle dance the Hay; 
And Venus, with her train of Loves, 
Shall bring a thoufand pair of doves 
To bill, to coo, to whine, to fqucak. 
Through all the dialers of Greeks. 
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How waai%fiwains of claflic breed. 
Shall deftly tune their oaten reed. 
And bring their Doric nymphs to town. 
To fing their meafures up and down. 
In notes alternate clear and fwQCt, 
Like Ballad-fingers in a ilreet* 
While thofe who grafp at reputation. 
From imitating imitation. 
Shall hunt each cranny^ nook, and creek, 
Yot precious fragments in the Greek, 
And rob thejpital, and the luafie. 
For fenfe, and fentiment, and tafte* 

^\i2X\aXm hodge-podge, Grecian ^^, 
With Hebrew roots, and Englilh trajb. 
Shall academic cooks produce 
For prefent (how and future ufe! 
Fellows! whoVe foak'd away thdr knowledge^ 

Injleepy refidencc at college; 

Whofe lives are like a (lagnant pool^ 

Muddy and placid, dull and cool; 

Mere drinking, eating; eating, drinking; 

With no impertinence of thinkbg ; 

Who lack no farther erudition. 

Than juft xo/et an impofition 

To cramp, demoliih, and difpirit. 

Each true begotten child of merit; 

Cenfors, who, in the day's broad light, 

Punifh the vice they ^^ at night ; 

Whofe charity with felf begins. 

Nor covers others venial fins; 

But 
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Bat that their feet may fafdy tread, , 
Take up hypocrify inftead. 
As knowing that muft alwajrs hide 
A multitude of fms befide; 
Whofe rufty wit is at a ftand^ 
Without zfrejhman at their hand| 
(Whofe fervice muft of coarfe create 
The juft return of fcv'n-fold hate) 
Lord! that fuch^oo^ and nfefid men 
Sl^ould ever turn to books agen. 

Yet matter muft be gravely plann'd^ 
And fyllables on fingers icamiM, 
Arid racking pangs rend lab'ring head, 
TUlkdy Mufe is brought to-bed: 
Wliat huntings changing, toiling, fweating^ 
To bring the ufual epithet in ! 
Where the crampt meafure kindly (hows 
It will be verfe, but Jhouldht profe* 
So, when its neither light nor dark. 
To 'prentice fpruce, or lawyer's derk. 
The nymph^ who takes her nightly ftand 
At fome fly comer in the Strand, 
Plump in the cheft, tight in the boddice. 
Seems to the eye a perfedl goddefs ; 
But canvafs'd more minutely o'er. 
Turns out an old, ftale, batter'd whore« 

Yet muft thefe fons of oownbd base. 
Proud of the plumage of Degrees ^ 
Forfake their apathy a while. 
To figure in the Roman ftile. 
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And of!er incenfe at the (hrine 
Of Latin Poetry Divine. 

Upon a throne the goddefr fits^ 
Surrounded by her btdky wits ; 
Fabrici us, Cooper^ Calbpine, 

AiNSWORTHIUS, FaBBR, CoNSTANTlirt| 

And hej who like Dodon a fpoke, 1 
De Sacra QuERci^, HoLTOAKBi 
Thefe are her counfellors of ftate. 
Men of much words, and wits of tweightf 
Here Gradus, full oiphra/es eUnwa 
Lord of her treajury for ever. 
With liberal hand his bounty deals ; 
Sir Cento Keeper of the SeaUm 
Next to the perfon of the queen^ 
Old madam Prosody is feen; 
Talking incefTant, although dumb/ 
Upon her fingers to her thumb. 

And all around her portraits hung 
Of heroes in the Latin Tongue; 
Jtaliant Englijhf German t French, 
Who moft laboriouily entrench 
In deep parade of language dead. 
What would not in their o-wn be ready 
Without impeachment of that T a s t s ^ 
Which Latin Idiom turns to chafte. 
Santolius here, whofe fl ippant jdtc. 
Sought refuge in a Roman cloak : 
With dull CoMMiRius at his fide. 
In all the pomp of jefuit pride. 

MfiNAas 



Menage^ the pedant figar'd theie» 
A trifler with a folemn air : 
And there in loofe, unfeemly yiew^i 
Thegracelefsj eafy Loveling too, 

'Tis here grave poets urge their daim^ 
For fomethin Uaft of tiny fame; 
Here bind their temples drank with praife* 
With half a fprig p£ wither' dhaysh 

O pott, if that honoured name 
Befits fach idJcchildifh aim; 
If Vi RG I L a(k thy facred cait^ 
If Hd&AC B charm thee« oh forbear 
To fpoil with facrilegious hand. 
The glories of the classic land : 
Nor fow thy dowlas on the Satti N^ 
Of their pure uncorruptcd Latin, 
Better be native in thy vcrfe,— 
Ml hat is Fingal but genuine Er/e? 
Which all fublime fonorous flows. 
Like Hbrvey's thoughts in drunken profcj 

Hail, Scotland, bail^ to thee belong 
All pow'rs, but moft the pow'rs of fong; 
Whether the rude unpolifti'd Er/e 
Stalk in the buckram Pr^e or Ferfe^ 
Or bonny Ramsay pleafe thee mo\ 
V^o fang foe fwcetly aw his woe. 
If ought (and fay who knows fo well) 
The fecond-fighted Mufe can tell^ 
The happy Laird^ (hall laugh and (ing^ 
When England's Genius droops his wing« 
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So ftall Ay foil new wealth difdofe. 

So thy own Thistle choak the Ross* 
But what comes here? Methinks I fee 

A ^walking univerfity. 

See how they prefs to crofs the Tweed, 

And ^!tmn their limbs with eager fpeed! 

While Scotland^ from hcr/frttlefhorc. 

Cries, On my fons, return no more* 
Hither they hafte with willing mind. 

Nor caft one longing look behind ; 

On ten-toe carriage to faluCe, 

The k— ,and g— n, and Earj. o? Bute. 

No more the gallant Northern fons 
Spout forth their ftrings oi Latin puns; 
Nor cmrfe aU languages to frame. 
The quibble fuited to their name; 
As when their anceftors he-vers'd^ 
Tb»t glorious Stuart, J^MEs the first* 
But with that elocution's qracb. 
That oratorial flalhy Lace, * 
Which the fam'd In)^ Tommy Puff, 
Would fow on fcntimental^tf^; 
Twang with a fweet proi^unciation. 
The flow'rs of bold imagination. 
Ma c p h e rso n leads the flaming van, 
ItAiRD of the neiff Fingalian clan; 
Whik Jackt Home brings up the rear, -^ 

With new-got penfion neat and clear I 

Three hundred Englifi pounds a }rear« J 

V«jt. LXVIII. O Whik 
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While Mer Peg» our asteieftt Frknd, 

Sends Macs and Donalds without end ; 

To George awhile they tune their lays. 

Then all their choral voices raife. 

To heap their panegyric wit on 

Th' illuftrious chiefs and our North BRiTO|f« 

Hail to the Thane, whok^rht (kill 
Can break all nations to his will; 
Mafter of fciences and arts, 
M^ c B N A s to all men of parts ; 
Whofe foft'ring hand, and ready wit^ 
Shall find »; all in places fit; 
So (hall thy friends no longer roam. 
But change to meet a fettled home* 
Hail mighty Thanb, for Scotlai^o bom^ 
To fill her almoft empty horn : 
llail to thy ancient glorious^^wr. 
Not THEy/rtf/«JC«rf/,BUTKiNps from tbiii. 
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THE CIT»S COUNTRY BOX, 1757, 

Fes fapere ISfolos ate bene 'vrvere, fuoritm, 
Conjpicitur nitidis fundala pecunia 'villit. Koig 

THE wealthy Cit, grown old in trade^ 
Now wUhes for the rural ihade^ 
And backles to his ooe-horfe chair^ 
0]d Dobbin^ or the fotmder'd maiei^ 
While wedg'd in clofely by his fide^ 
Sits Madam, his onwieldy bride« 
With Jaciy on a ftool before 'em. 
And out they jog in doe decorum* 
Scarce paft the turnpike half a mik. 
How all the countiy ieems to fmik I 
And as they flowly jog together. 
The Cit commends the road and weather; 
While Madam doats upon the trees. 
And longs for ev'ry houfe (he fees. 
Admires its views, its fituation. 
And thus (he opens her oration. 

What fignify the loads of wealth. 
Without that richeft jewel, health f 
Excufe the fondnefs of a wife. 
Who doats upon your precious life! 
Such ceafelefs toil, fuch conftant care, 
b XQorp than buoiaD firength can bear* 
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One may obfervc it in your face— • 
Indeed^ my dear« you break apace : 
i^ notl^iBg can your health repair^ 
Butexercife and country air. 
Sir Traffic has a houfe, you know, 
About a mile from Cheney-Row ^ 
He's a good man, indeed 'tis true. 
But not fo iimirm, my dear, as you : 
And folks are always apt to fneer— 
One would not be out-done my dear! 

Sir Traffic's name fo well apply^d 
Awak'd his brother merchant's pride | 
And Thrifty, who had all his litis 
Paid utmoft deference to his wife* 
Confefs'd her arguments had reafen. 
And by th' approaching fummer feafon^ 
Draws a few hundreds from the docks. 
And purchafes his Country Box. 

Some three.or four mile out of town, 
(An hour's ride will bring you down,) 
He fixes on his choice abode. 
Not half a furlong from the road x 
And fo convenient does it lay. 
The ftages pafs it cv'ry day 2 
And then fo fnug, fo mighty pretty, 
To have an houfe fo near the city! 
Take but your places at the Boar 
You're fet down at the very door. 

Well then, fuppofe them fix'd at laft, 
White-wafhing, painting, fcrubbing paft^ 
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Hogging themfelres in cafe and clover. 

With all the fufs of moving over; 

Lo, a new heap of whims are bred I 

And wanton in my lady's head. 
Well to be fure, it mufl be own'd. 

It is a charming fpot of grcKind ; 
So fweet a diflance for a ride. 
And all about fo countrified/ 
Twoold come but to a trifling price 
To make it quit^ a parkdife ; 
I cannot bear thofe nady rails, 
Thofe ugly broken mouldy palest 
Suppofe, my dear^ inftead of theie. 
We build a railing, all Chinefe, 
Although one hates to be expos'di 
'Us difmal to be thus inclos'd; 
One hardly any objeft lees-^ 
I wi(h you'd fell thofe odious trees* 
Obje^ continual paifing by 
Were fomething to amufc the eye. 
But to be pent within the waUs — 
One might as well be at St. PauPs* 
Our houfe, bdiolders would adore. 
Was there a level lawn before. 
Nothing its views to incommode^ 
But quite laid open to the road ; ' 
While ev'ry traveler in amaze. 
Should on our little manfion gaze^ 
And pointing to the choice retreat. 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty's Countiy Scat# 

D 3 No 
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No doubt her arg^UBents pieyail. 
For Madam's T a s te cm never fail. 

Bled age I when all men oiay pfioctiie» 
The title of a Connoiffeur; 
When noble and igpofble herd» 
Are governed by a fmgle wocd i 
Though, like the royal German dameii^ 
It bears an hundred Chriflian names; 
As Genius, Fancy,. Judgn^ent, Go4t, 
Whim, Caprice, Je-ne-{cai-<juoi, Virti 
Which appellations all defcxibe 
Tast E, and the modem tafteful tribe. 

Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joineEs„ 
With Chinefe artift8,'and defigners. 
Produce their fchemes of alteration. 
To work this wond'ibus reformation. 
The ufeful dome, which iecret ftood, 
Embofom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 
• The travler with amazement fees 
A temple, Gothic, or Chinefe, 
With many a bell, and tawdry rag on,. 
And creftedwith afprawling dragon; 
A wooden arch is bent aftride 
A ditch of water, four foot wide^ 
With angles, curves, and zigzag UneSj^ 
From Halfpenny's exadl defigns. 
In front, a level lawn is feen. 
Without a fhrub upon eke green. 
Where Tafte would want its firft gieat taw^ 
Bitf for the ikulkisg, fljr hbi»^ 
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fiy whofe miraculous affiftance» 

Yoi gain a profpedl two fidds <iiftance* 

And now from Hyde-Park Comer come 

The Gods of Athens^ and of Rome. 

Here fquabby Cupids take their places^ 

With VenuSf and the clumfy Graces: 

Apollo there» with aim fo clever. 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever; 
And there without the pow'r to iy. 
Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury, 

The villa thus completely grac*d, 
AH own that Thrifty has a Taftc; 
And Madam's female friends, and confinsj 
With commpa*council-men, bydozeni^ 
Flock every Sunday to the Seat, 
To ftare about them* and to eati 
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GENIUS, ENVY, AND TIME. 
A FABLE; 

ADOHESSED TO WILLIAM HOGARTH, B89; 

rl all profeflionary ikill. 
There never was, nor ever will 
Be excellence, or exhibition. 
But fools are up in oppofition ; 
Each lettered, grave^ pedantic dunce 
Wakes from his kthargy at once. 
Shrugs, (hakes his head, and mbs his eyes. 
And, being dull, looks wond'roos wife. 
With folemn phiz, and critic fcowl. 
The wifdom of his brother owL 

Moderns! He hates the very name; 
Your Antients have prefcriptive claim:—* 
But let a century be paft. 
And We have tafte and wit at laft; 
For at that period Modems too 
Jttft turn the comer of Firtu. 
But merit now has little claim 
To any nfeed of prefent fame. 
For tis not worth that gets you friends, 
'Tis excellence that moft offends. 
If, Proteus-like, a Garrick's art. 
Shews tafte and ikiU in every parti 
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B; ever jaft to nataie's plan. 
He 18 in idl the y cjy man, . 
E'ca heie ihall Envy take her unij 
..^«. write, and — — — Uamc 
Tbe JxALOUS Wi^E, tho' chaftly writ, 
Widi no parade of frippery wit. 
Shall let a fcnbbling, all at once. 
Both ^ant wit* and pigmy dunce ; 
While Critical Reviewers write. 
Who ihew their teeth before they bite. 
And lacrifice each reputation. 
From wanton falfe imagination. 
Thefe obfervations, rather dale. 
May borrow fpirit from a tale. 

Gbnius, a buiUing lad of parts. 
Who aH things did by fits and ftarts. 
Nothing above him or below him. 
Who'd make a riot, or a poem. 
From excentricity of thought. 
Not alwajTS do the thing he ought ; 
But was it once his own eledlion. 
Would bring all matters to perfection ; 
Woald aA, defign, engrave, write, paint. 
But neither from the kail conftnunt. 
Who hated all pedantic fchools. 
And icom'd the glofs of knowing foob. 
That hold perfection all in all. 
Yet treat it as mecbatu'cal. 
And give the lame fnfficient rule 
To make apoem, as jiftool<- 
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From the firft fpring-time of hia yoath^ 
Was downright worlhippcr of truth i 
And with a free and liberal fpiritj 
His coartlhip paid to lady Merit* 

En V Y, a fquint-ey'd, mere old maid. 
Well known among thefcribbling trade; 
A hag, fo very, very thin. 
Her bones pecp'd through her bladder*ikin ; 
Who could not for her foul abide 
That folks fhou'd praifc, where ihe muft chide. 
Followed the Youth where'er he went. 
To mar each good and brave intent ; 
Would lies, and plots, and mifchief hatch. 
To ruin him and fpoil the match. 
Honour (he held at bold defiance, 
Talk'd much of FtUHon^ Gang, AlHanoc, 
As if the real fons of tafte 
Had*clubb*d tolay a Disaut walle. 

In (hort, wherever Gcnivs came. 
You'd find this Antiquated Dame ; 
Whatever he did, where'er he went. 
She foUow'd only to torment; 
Call'd Mbk»t by a thoufand names. 
Which decency or troth difclaims. 
While all her bufmefs, toil, and care. 
Was to depreciate, lye, compare. 
To pull the Modeil Maiden down. 
And bhift her fame x.o all the town* 

The Youth, inflam'd with cofifcioas pridc# 
To Prince Posterity apply^d^ 
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Who gave his ^wer thus in tbymct 

By his chief minifter. Old Timb» 
" Repine not at what pedants fay, 

" We'll bring thee forward on the way | 

" If wither'd Envy ftrivc to hurt 

" With lies, with impudence and dirt, 

" Yoii only pay a common tax 

" Which fool, wad knave, and dunce exafts. 

" Be this thy comfort, this thy joy, 

" Thy ftrengdi is in its prime, my boy, 

** And ev'ry year thy vigour grows, 

" Impairs the credit of my foes. 

"Envy (hall fink, and be no more 

" Than what her N a i a d s were before ; 

" Mere excremental maggots, bred, 

" In poet's topfy-turvy head, 
" Bom like a momentary fly, 
** To flutter, buzz about, and die. 

** Yet, Genius, mark what I prefage, 
" Who look through every diftant age : 
" Merit ihall blefs thee with her charms> 
•* Fame lift thy offspring in her arms, 
" And damp eternity of grace 
** On all thy numerous various race, 
«* Rou BILL I AC, Wilton, names as high: 
•* As Phidias of antiquity, 
•« Shall ftrength, expreffion, manner give, 
** And make e'en marble breathe and live; 
** While S I G I s M u N D a's deep diftrefs, 
«« Which looks the foulof wretchednefs, 

*f When 
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«' When I, with flow and foft'ning pen, 
'* Have gone o*er all the tints agen, 
*• Shall urge a bold and proper claim 
•* To level half the antient fame; 
** While future ages yet unknown 
•* With critic air (hall proudly own 
*' Thy Hogarth firft of every clime 
'' For humour keen^ or ftrong fublime, 
*' And hail him from his fire and fpirit, 
<< The child of Genius and of Merit/' 
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THE HARE AND TORTOISE, 1757. 
A FABLE. 

pENIUS, bleft term, of meaning wide. 
For fuic no term fo mifapply'd, 

flow many bear thy facred name. 

That never felt a real flame ! 

JProod of the fpecious appellation, 

Thas fools have chriftcn'd inclination* 
But yet fuppofe a ^;enius tri|e, 

IxemfU gratia i me or you: 

Whate'er he tries with due attention. 
Rarely efcapes his apprehenfion ; 
^Qrmounting ey'ry oppofltion. 
You'd fwear he learnt by intuition, 
Shou'd he rely alone on parts. 
And ftudy therefore but by flarts. 
Sure of fuccels whene'er he tries, 
jShould he forego the means to rife? 

Snppofe your watch a Graham make. 
Gold, if you will, for value's fake; 
Its fprings within in order due. 
No watch, when going, goes fo true; 
If ne'er wound up with proper care. 
What fervice is it in the wear? 

Some genial fpark of Phoebus' rayi. 
Perhaps within your bofom playa: 
O how the purer jays afpire, 
|f ap{4icationiiia8 the fire ! 

Without 
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Without it Genius vainly tries, 
Howe'er A>iiietimes k feem to rife: 
Nay application will prevail. 
When braggart parts and Genius fail : 
And now to lay my proof before ye, 
I here prefent you with a ftory. 

In days of yore, when time was youngs 
When birds conversed as well as fang. 
When ufe of fpcech was not confin'd. 
Merely to brutes of human kind, 
A forward Hare, of fwiftnefs vain. 
The Genius of the neighVring plain, 
Wou*d oft deride the drudging croud: 
For Geniufcs are ever proud* 
He'd boaft, his flight 'twere vain to foObWj 
For dog and horfe he'd beat them hollow^ 
Nay, if he put forth all his ftrength, 
Outftrip his brethren half a length. 

A Tortoife heard his vain oration. 
And vented thus his indignation. 
Oh Pufs, it bodes thee dire difgrace. 
When I defy thee to thy race. 
Come, 'tis a match,, nay, no denial, 
I lay my fhell upon the trial, 

'Twas done and gone, all fair, a bet. 
Judges prepnr'd, and diilance fct- 

The fcamp'ring Hare outftript the wind. 
The creeping Tortoife lagg'd behind. 
And fcarce ha.l pafs*d a itngle pok. 
When Pufs had almofl reached the goaL 

4 
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Friend Tortoifc, quoth the jeering Hare, 

Your burthen's moijc than jou can bcar^ 

To help your fpccd, it wcrt as well 

That I (hould eafe you of your fhell : 

Jog on a little fafter pr'ythee, 

ru take a nap, and then be with l&ee. 

So faid, fo done, and fafely fure. 

For fay, what conqueft more fccurc? 

Whene'er he wak'd (that's all that's in it) 

He could overtake him in a mkmte. 

The tortoife heard bis taunting jcer^ 
Bat ftill refolv'd to fer/'e<uen. 
Still draw'd along, as who ihould iay^ 
m win, like Fabius, by delay ; 
On to the goal fecurely crept. 
While Pufs unknowing foondly flept* 

The bets were won, the Hare awake^ 
When'Ui^ the vi^or Tortoife fpaLe. 
Fnfs, tho' I own thy quicker parts. 
Things are not always done by ftarti^ 
You may deride my ankward pace^ 
futj^ow andfitadj wins the race* 
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THE SATYR AND PEDLAR, 175 

WO R D S arc, fo Wollafton dcSncs, 
Of our ideas merely figns. 
Which have a pow'r at will to vary. 
As being vague and arbitrary. 
Now damn'diot inftance — all agree. 
Damned 's Utit/uperlatpve degree ; 
Means that alone, and nothing more. 
However taken heretofore; 
Damn'd is a word can't ftand aIon«, 
Which has no meaning of its own. 
But fignifies or bad or good 
Juft as its neighbour's underflood* 
Examples we may find enough. 
Damn*d\}i^, damn*d\ow, damn*d&Dt, damn*d&.\iBm 
So fares it too with its relation, 
I mean its fubftaotive, damnathn. 
The wit with metaphors makes bold. 
And tells you he's damnation cold ; 
Perhaps, that metaphor forgot. 
The felf-fame wit's damnation hot# 
And here a fable I remember-* 
Once in the middle of December, 
When ev'ry mead in fnow is loft. 
And fev'ry river bound witji froft. 
When families get all together. 
And feelingly talk o'er the weather ; 

Wbc 
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IWicn— pox on the defcriptivc rhyme- 
In ihort it was the winter time. 

It was a Pedlar's happy lot. 

To fall into a Satyr*s cot: 

Shiv'ring with cold, and almoft froze, 

With pearly drop upon his nofe. 

His fingers' ends all pinch'd to death. 
He blew upon them with his breath. 
*' Friend, quoth the Satyr, what intends 
" That blowing on thy fingers ends ? 
'* It is to warm them thus I blow, 
'' For they are froze as cold as fhow* 
«' And fo inclement has it been 
** I'm like a cake of ice within." 
Come, quoth the Satyr, comfort, man! 
I'll chear thy infide, if I can ; 
You're welcome in my homely cottage 
To a warm fire, and mefs of pottage. 
Thisfaid, the Satyr, nothing loth, 
A bowl prepared of fav'ry broth. 
Which with delight the Pedlar view'd. 
As fmoking on the board it flood. 
But, though the very fteam arofc 
With grateful odour to his nofe. 
One fingle fip he ventured not. 
The gruel was fo wond'rous hot. 
What can be done ? — with gentle puff 
He blows it, 'till it's cool enough. 

Why how now. Pedlar, what's the matter? 
StiO at thy blowing! quoth the Satyr* 

Vol. LXVIU. E I blow 
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I blow to cool it, cries the Clown, 
That I may get the liquor down : 
For though I grant, youVe made it well,. 
You've boil'd it, fir, as hot as hell- 
Then raifing high his cloven dump. 
The Satyr fmote him on the rump. 
•* Begone, thou double knave, or fool, 
** With the fame breath to warm and cool : 
•' Friendfliip with fuch I never hold 
«» Who'xe fo damn'd hot, and fo damn'd cold. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE, THE OWL, AND 
THE CUCKOW. 

A FABLE. 

ADDRESSED TO DAVID GARRICK, ESQ^ 

ON THE REPORT OF HIS RETIRING FROM THG 
STAGE, DEC. 1760. 

CRITICKS, who like the fcarecrows ftand 
Upon the poet's common land. 
And with fevcrity of fenfe. 
Drive all imagination thence. 
Say that in truth lies all fublirae. 
Whether you write in profe or rhyme. 
And yet the truth may lofe its grace. 
If blurted to a perfon's face; 
Efpecially if what you fpeak 
Shou'd crimfon o*cr the glowing cheek: 
For when you throw that flaver o'er him. 
And tumble out your praife before him. 
However juft the application. 
It looks a-fquint at adulation* 

I would be honeft and fincere. 
But not a flattterer, or fevere. 
Need I be furly, rough, uncouth. 
That folks may think I love the truth ? 

£ 2 And 
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And She, good dame, with Beauty's Queen, 
Was not at all times naked feen : 
For every boy, with Prior, knows,^ 
By accident ihe loft her cloaths. 
When FalQiood ftole them to difguife 
Her misbegotten brood of lies. 
Why (hould the pnidifh Goddefs dwell 
Down at the bottom of a well. 
But that (he is in pitious fright. 
Left, rifkig up to mortal iight. 
The modeft world fliou'd fleer and flout her. 
With not a rag of cloaths about her? 
Yet flic might wear a proper drefs 
And keep her eflence ne*erthelefs. 
So Delia's bofom ftill will rife. 
And fafcinate her lover's eyes. 
Though round her ivory neck flie draws> 
The decent ftiade of fpecious gauze. 
I hear it buzz'd about the table,^ 
What can this lead to ?— — Sirs, 

A FABLE. 
When Birds allow'd the Eagle's fway. 
Ere Eagles tum'd to fowls of prey. 
His Royal Majefty of Air 
Took Mufick underneath his care; 
And, for his queen and court's delight. 
Commanded Concerts ev'ry night. 
Here every Bird of Parts might enter. 
The Nightingale was nuide Prscentor ; 
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Uttdcr whofe care and juft dire^on. 
Merit was fare to meet prote^on. 
The Lark, the Blackbird, and the Robi« 
This concert always bore a bob in : 
The beft performers all were in it. 
The Thrufh, Canary-bird, and Linnet, 

Bat birds, alas ! are apt to aim 
At things, to which they've fmalleft claim* 
The flaring Owl, with hideous hoot. 
Offer 'd his fervice for a flute. 
The Cuckow needs would join the band; 
** The Thrulh is but a paultry hand : 
" And I can beft fupply that pkce, 
** For I've a (hake, a fwell, a grace." 

The Manager their fuit preferred: 
Both tunM their pipes, and both were heard; 
Yet each their feveral praifes mifs'd. 
For both were heard, and both were hifs*d« 

The Cuckow hence, with rancour ftirr'd, 
(A kind oi periodic bird. 
Of nafty hue, and body fcabby. 
No would-be-play- Wright half fo fliabby) 
Reviles, abufes, and defames. 
Screams from a branchy and calls hard names« 
And ftrikes at Nightingale or Lark, 
Like Lifbon ruffians, in the dark. 

The Owl harangues the gaping throng 
On FvwrSf and excellence of fong, 
** The Blackbird's note has loft its force; 
<< The Nightingale is downright hoaxfe; 

E 3 ** The 
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" The Linnet's harfh; the Robin (hrill; 
" —The Sparrow has prodigious fltilll'* 
At length they had what they defir'd : 
The fldlful Nightingale retir'd. 
When Folly came, with wild Uproar, 
And Harmony was heard no more^ 
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\ 7 E N U S, of laughter queen and love. 

The greateft demirep above. 
Who fcorn'd reftridion, hated cuftom. 
Knew her own fex too well to truft 'era. 
Proceeded on the noble plan. 
Ax any rate, to have her man ; 
Look'd on decorura, as mere trafh. 
And liv'd like •*• and***. 
From Paphos, where they her revere 
As much as we do Caelia here. 
Or from Cythera, where her altars 
Are deck'd with daggers, true-love halters. 
Garters yclept, and other trophies, 
^ Which prove that man in love an oaf is. 
According to appointment, came 
To fee C ^ CI L I A , tuneful dame, 
Whofe praife by Dryden's Ode is grown 
Bright and immortal as his own ; 
And who hath been for many years 
The chief diredlrefs of the fpheres. 

Thomas, who rode behind the car. 
And for a flambeau held a ftar. 
Who, in the honeft way of trade. 
Hath forg'd more horns, and cuckolds made. 
Than Vulcan and his brawny dolts 
Ever for Jove forg'd thunderbolts, 

E 4 Slipt 
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Slipt gently Sown, and ran before 'em. 
Ringing the bell with due decorum. 

But, truth to fay, I cannot tell 
Whether it Knocker was or Bell, 
(This for vertik an anecdote is,) 
Which us'd to give Cecilia notice. 
When any lady of the iky 
Was come to bear her company. 
But this I'm fure, be which it will, 
Thomas performed his part with (kill* 

Methinks I hear the reader cry — 
His part with Ikill ? why. You or I, 
Or any body elfe, as well 
As Thomas, fure, could ring a bell^ 
Nor did I ever hear before 
Of ikill in knocking at a door. 

Poor low-liv'd creature I I fuppofc. 
Nay, and am fure, you're one of thofc 
Who, at what door foe'er they be. 
Will always knock in the fame key. 
Thinking that Bell and Knocker too 
Were found out nothing elfe to do. 
But to inform the houfe, no doubt. 
That there was fomebody without. 
Who, if they might fuch favour win, 
Would rather chufe to be within. 

But had our fervants no more fenife. 
Lord ! what mvi& be the confequence ? 
Error would error ftill purfue. 
And ftrife an4 anarchy eofucj 
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Punffilio from her altar hurl'd. 

Whence (he declares unto the world 

Whate'er by fancy is decreed. 

Through all her niceties moft bleed. 
For if there was not to be found 
Some wholefome difference of found. 
But the fame rap foretold th' approach 
Of him who walk'd, or rode in coach, 
A poor relation now and then. 
Might to my lord admittance gain. 
When his good lordfhip hop'd to fee 
Some rafcd of his own degree ; 
And, what is more unhappy (till. 
The ftupid wretch who brings a bill. 
Might pafs through all the modey tribe. 
As free as one, who brings a bribe* 

My lady too might pique her grace 
With carriage ftiff'and formal face. 
Which, (he deceived, had taken care 
For fome inferior to prepare ; 
Or might fome wretch from Lombard-ftreet 
With greater eafe and freedom meet. 
Than fenfe of honour will admit 
Between my lady and a cit. 

Thofe evils wifely to prevent. 
And root out care and difcontent, 
Ev'ry gay fmart, who rides behind. 
With rofe and bag in tafte refin'd, 
Muft mufick fully underfland. 
Have a nice ear and (kilful hand; 

5 At 
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At ev'ry turn be always found 
A perfed connoifTeur in found ; 
Through all the gamut fldlful fly 
Varying his notes, now low, now high. 
According as he fhifts his place; 
Now hoarfely grumbling in the bafc. 
Now turning tenor, and again 
To treble railing his (hrill ftrain ; 
So to declare, where'er he be. 
His matter's fortune and degree. 
By the diftinguiftiing addrefs. 
Which he*ll upon the door exprefs. 

Thomas, whom I have nam'd before 
As ringing at C ^ ci l i a *8 door. 
Was perfeft maftcr of this art. 
And vers'd alike in ev'ry part : 
So that Caecilia knew, before 
Her footman came unto the door. 
And in due form had told her fo. 
That Madam Venus was below. 

The doors immediate open flew. 
The Goddess, without more ado, 
Difplaying beauty's thoufand airs, 
Skim'd through the hall, and trip'd up flairs, 

CECILIA met her with a fmile 
Of great delight, when all the while 
If her falfe heart could have been feen. 
She wifh'd (he had at Cyprus been. 

But ladies, fkill'd in forms and arts, 
Pon't in their faces wear their hearts. 

And 
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And thofe above, like thofe below. 

Deal frequently in outfide fhow. 

And always to keep up parade. 

Have a fmile by them ready-made. 

The forms, which ladies when they meet 
Moft for good-manners' fake repeat. 
As bumble fervant, htmjo (Tyou do. 
And in return, pray ho-w are you ? 
Enrich'd at ev'ry proper fpace 
With due integuments of lace. 
As Madam, Grace, and Goddeftiip, 
Which we for brevity fhall (kip. 
Happily paft, in elbow-chair 
At length our Jadies feated are. 

Indifferent fubjeds firft they chufe. 
And talk of weather and the news. 
That done, they fit upon the ftate. 
And fnarl at the decrees of fate, 
Invcdiives againft Jove are hurl'd. 
And They alone Ihould rule the world. 

Dull politicks at length they quit. 
And by ilLnature (hew their wit ; 
For hand in hand, too well we know, 
Thefe intimates are faid to go. 
So that where either doth prefide 
T* other's exigence is implied. 
The man of wit, fo men decree, 
Muft without doubt ill-natur'd be; 
And the ill-natur'd fcarce forgets 

To rank himfelf among the wi(s» 

Malicious 
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Malicious Venus, who by rote 
Had cv'ry little anecdote. 
And moil minutely could advance 
Each interefting circumflance. 
Which unto all intrigues related. 
Since Jupiter the world created, 
Difplay'd her eloquence with pride. 
Hinted, obferv'd, enlarg'd, applied ; 
And not the reader to detain 
With things impertinent and vain. 
She did, as ladies do on earth 
Who cannot bear a rival's worth. 
In fuch a way each tale rehearfc 
As good made bad, and bad made worfe: 
CiECiLiA too, with faint-like air. 

But lately come from evening pray*r. 

Who knew her duty, as a faint* 

Always to pray, and not to faint. 

And, rain or fhine, her church ne'er mift. 

Prude, devotee, and methodift. 

With equal zeal the caufe promoted, 

Mifconftru'd things, and words mifquoted, 

Mifreprefented, 'mifapplied. 

And, infpiration being her guide. 

The very heart of man difTedled, 

And to his principles objected. 

Thus, amongft us, the fanclified. 

In all the fpirituals of pride, 

Whofe honeft confcienccs ne'er refted^ 

Till, of carnalities divcfied. 

The 
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They knew and felt themfclves tUnherit 

A double portion of the fpixit : 

Who from one church to t'other roam^ 

Whilft their poor children ftarve at homc> 

Conlid'ring they may claim the care 

Of Providence, who fent them there,. 

And therefore certainly is tied 

To fee their ev'ry want fupplied ; . 

Who unto preachers give away. 

That which their creditors fhould pay. 

And hold that chofen veffels muft 

Be generous before they're juft. 

And that their charity this way 

Shall bind o'er heaven their debts to pay. 

And fervc their temporal turn, no doubt. 

Better than if they'd put it out, 

Whilft nought hereafter can prevent. 

Their fure reward of cent, per cent. 

Who honeft labour fcom, and fay 

None need to work who love to pray. 

For hcav'n will fatisfy their cravings. 

By fending of Elijah's ravens. 

Or rain down, when their fpirits fail, 

A difti of manna, or a quail; 

Who from Moorficlds to Tottenham Court 

In furious fits of zeal refort, 

Praifc what they do not underftand. 

Turn up the eye, ftretch out the hand. 

Melt into tears, whilft ■ blows 

The twang of nonfcnfe through bis nofc. 
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Or — ^— — deals in fpeculation^ 

Or hums his congregation. 

Or — — talks with the lord of hoftsj 
■ ■' — with pillars and with polls ; 
Who ftriaiy watch, left Satan (hou'd. 
Roaring like lion for his food, 
Enfnare their feet his fatal trap in. 
And their poor fouls be taken napping ; 
Who ftri(fUy faft, becaufe they find. 
The flefti ftill wars againft the mind. 
And flefh of faints, like finner*s, muft 
Be mortified, to keep down luft ; 
Who, four times in the year at leaft. 
Join feaft of love to love of feaft. 
Which, though the profligate and vain 
In terms of blafphemy prophane. 
Yet all the ceremony here is 
Pure as the myfteries of Ceres ; 
Who, God's eleft, with triumph feel 
Wthin themfelves falvation's feal. 
And will not, muft not, dare not doubt. 
That heav'n itfelf can't blot it out; 
After they've done their holy labours. 
Return to fcandalize their neighbours. 
And think they can't ferve heav'n fo well. 
As with its creatures filling hell : 
So that, inflam'd with holy pride. 
They favc themfelves, damn all befide. 
For perfons, who pretend to feel 
The glowings of uncommon 2xal, 
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Who others fcorn, and feem to be 

Righteous in very great degree. 

Do, 'bove all others, take delight 

To vent their fpleen in tales of fpite. 

And think they raife their own renown 

By pulling of a neighbour's down; 

Still lying on with mofl fuccefs^ 

Becaufe they charity profefs. 
And make the out-fide of religion. 
Like Mahomefs infpiring pigeon. 
To all their forgeries gain credit, 
^Tis enough fure that ' faid it. 

But what can all this rambling mean ? 
Was ever fuch an hodge-podge feen ? 
Venus, Cecilia, Saints, and Whores, 
Thomas, Vertu, Bells, Knockers, Doors, 
Lords, Rogues, Relations, Ladies, Cits, 
Stars, Flambeaux, Thunderbolts, Horns, Wits, 
Vulcan, and Cuckold-maker, Scandal, 
Mufic, and Footmen, Ear of Handel, 
Weather, News, Envy, Politicks, 
Intrigues, and Women's Thoufand Tricks, 
Prudes, Methodifts, and Devotees, 
Faftings, Feafts, Pray'rs, and Gharities, 
Ceres, with her myfterious train, 
* 9 i — > and I 'f 

Flefh, Spirit, Love, Hate, and Religion, 
A Quail, a Raven, and a Pigeon, 
All jumbled up in one large difh, 
Red-Herring^ Bread, Fowl, Flefh, and Filh* 

Where's 
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Where's the connection, whcrc's the plan 
The devil Aire is in the man. 
All in an inftant we are hurl'd 
From place to place all round the worlds 
Yet find no reafon for it — mum— 
There, my good critic, lies the hum-* 
Well, but methinks, it would avail 
Toknowtheendofthis-i'A TALK. 
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SHAKSPEARE: 
AN EPISTLE TO MR. GARRICK. 

^r^H ANKS to much induftry and pains, 
* Much twifting of the wit and brains, 

Tranflation has unlock'd the (lore. 

And fpread abroad the Grecian lore. 

While Sophocles his fcenes are grown 

E'en as familiar as our own. 
No more QxaU tafte prefumeto fpeak 

From its enclofures in the Greek; 

But, all its fences broken down* 

Lie at the mercy of the town* 
Critic, I hear th^ torrent rage^ 

" *Tis blafphemy againft that ftage, 

*• Which iEfchylus his warmth defign'd, 

** Euripides his tafle refin'd, 

" And Sophocles his laft direftion, 

" StampM with the fi^et of perfedHon*" 
Perfe^on ! 'tis a word ideal. 

That bears about it nothing real: 

For excellence was never hit 

In the firft effays of man's wit. 

Shall ancient worth, or ancient fame 

preclude the Modems from their claim ? 

Muft they be blockheads, dolts, and fools. 

Who write not up to Grecian rules ? 

Who tread in buikins or in focks. 

Muft they be damn'd as Heteixxlox, 
Vol. LXVm. F "i^ot 
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Nor merit of good works prevail. 

Except within the claflic pale ? 

*Tis ftufFthat bears the name of knowledge. 

Not current half a mile from college ; 

Where half their ledlures yield no more 

(Befure I fpeak of times of yore) 

Than juft a niggard light, to mark 

How much we all are in the dark : 

As rufhlights in a fpacious room, 

Juft burn enough to form a gloom* 

When Shakfpeare leads the mind a dance. 
From France to England, hence to France, 
Talk not to me of time and place ; 
I own I'm happy in the chacc. 
Whether the drama's here or there, 
'Tis nature, Shakfpeare, every where. 
The poet's fancy can create, 
Contraft, enlarge, annihilate. 
Bring paft and prefent clofe together, 
Infpiteof diftance, feas, orwpathcrj 
And fhut up in a fingle adion 
What coft whole years in its tranfadlion* 
So, ladies at a play, or rout. 
Can flirt the univerfe about, 
Whofe geographical account 
Is drawn and piftured on the mount : 
Yet, when they pleafe; contraft the plan. 
And (hut the world up in a fan. 

True Genius, like Armida's wand,^ 
Can raife the fpring from barren land. 
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Mliile all the art of Imitation^ 
Is pilTring from the firft creation ; 
Tranfphmting flowers, with ufelefs toiI» 
"Which wither in a foreign foil. 
As confcience often fets us right 
By its interior adlivc light. 
Without th' affiftance of the laws 
To combat in the moral caufe ; 
So Genius, ofitfelf difceming. 
Without the myftic rules of learning. 
Can, from its prefent intuition. 
Strike at the truth of compofition. 

Yet thofe who breathe the claific vein, 
Enlifted in the mimic train. 
Who ride their fteed with double bit. 
Ne'er run away with by their wit. 
Delighted with the pomp of rules. 
The ipecious pedantry of fchools, 
(Which rules, lik6 crutches, ne'er became 
Of any ufe but to the lame,) 
Purfue the method fet before 'em ; 
Tdk much of order, and decorum. 
Of probability ctf fidlion. 
Of manners, ornament, and diction. 
And with a jargon of hard names, 
(A privilege which dulnefs claims. 
And merely us'd by way of fence. 
To keep out plain and common fenfe,) 
Extol the wit of antient days. 
The fimple fabric of their plays; 
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Then from the fable, all fo chafte, 
Trick'd up in ancient-modem taftc. 
So mighty gentle all the while. 
In fuch a fweet defcriptive ftile. 
While Chorus marks the fervile mode 
With fine refleftion, in an ode, 
Prefent you with a perfed piece, 
Form'd on the model of old Greece, 

Come, pr'ythee Critic, fet before us. 
The ufe and office of a chorus. 
What! filent ! why then, I'll produce 
Its fervices from antient ufe. 

'Tis to be ever on the ftagc. 
Attendants upon grief or rage ; 
To be an arrant go-between. 
Chief-mourner at each difmal fcenc ; 
Shewing its forrow, or delight. 
By fhifting dances, left and right. 
Not much unlike our modern notions. 
Adagio or Allegro motions ; 
To watch upon the deep diftrefs. 
And plaints of royal wretchedneft ; 
And when, with tears, and execration. 
They've pour'd out all their lamentation. 
And wept whole catarafts from their eyes. 
To Call on rivers for fupplies. 
And with their Hais^ and Hees^ and Hoes, 
To make a fymphony of woes. 

Doubtlefs the Antients want ihc art 
To ftrike at once upon the heart : 
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Or why their prologues of a mile 

Infimple«— call it — humble ilile. 

In unimpafnon'd phrafe to fay 

" *Forc the beginning of this play,' 

" I, haplefs Polydore, was found 

'* By fifhermen^ or others drown'd I** 

Or, ** I, a gentleman, did wed, 

" The lady I wou'd never bed, 

'' Great Agamemnon's royal daughter, 

" Who's coming hither to draw water." 

Or need the Chorus to reveal 
Reflexions, which the audience feel; 
And jog them, left attention fink, 
To tell them how and what to think ? 

Oh, Where's the Bard, who at one view 
Cou'd look the whole creation through. 
Who travers'd all the human heart. 
Without recourfe to Grecian art ? 
He fcora'd the modes of imitation. 
Of altering, pilfering, and tranflaUon, 
Nor painted horror, grief, or rage. 
From models of a former age; 
The bright original he took. 
And tore the leaf from nature's book. 
'Tis Shakfpeare, thus, who ftands alone— > 
—But why repeat what Tou have (hown? 
How true, how perfed, and how well. 
The feelings of our hearts muft tell. 
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AN EPISTLK TO C. CHURCHILL, 

AUTHOR OF THE ROSCIAD. 

IF at a Tavern, where you'd wifti to dine. 
They cheat your palate with adulterate wine. 
Would you, refolve me, critics, for you can. 
Send for the mailer up, or chide the man ? 
The man no doubt a knavifh bufinefs drives. 
But tell me what's the mafler who connives P 
Hence youll infer, and fure the dodlrine's true. 
Which fays, no quarter to a foul Review. 
It matters not who vends the naufeoos flop. 
Matter or 'prentice; we deteft the (hop. 

Critics of old, a manly liberal race, 
Approv'd or cenfur'd with an open face: 
Boldly purfu'd the free deeifive taflc, 
Kor ftabb'd, conceal'd beneath a ruffian's malk. 
To works not men, with honeft warmth, fcvcre^ 
Th* impartial judges taugh*d at hope or fear : 
Theirs was the noble (kill, with gen'rous aira> 
To fan true genius to an aftive flame ; 
To bring forth merit in its ftrongeft light. 
Or damn the blockhead to his native night. 
But, as all ftates are fubjeft to decay. 
The ftate of letters too will melt away, 
Smit with the harlot charms of trilling found, 
Softnefs now wantons e'en on Roman ground; 
Where Thebans, Spartans, fought their honouiygraves, 
JBchold a weak enervate race of flaves* 
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In claflic lore, deep fcience, language dead. 
Though modem witlings are but fcantly read, 
Profeflbrs* fail not, who will loudly bawl 
In praife of either, with the want of all : 
Hail'd mighty critics to this prefent hour. 
—The tribune's name furviv'd the tribune's pow'r* 

Now Quack and Critic di^Fer but in name. 
Empirics frontlefs both, they mean the fame ; 
This raw in Phyfic, that in Letters frelh. 
Both fpring, like warts, excrefcence from the flefli. 
Half form'd, half bred in printers* hireling fchools. 
For all profeffions have their rogues and fools. 
Though the pert witling, or the coward knave, 
Cafts no refledion on the wife or brave* 

Yet, in thefe leaden times, this idle age, 
^ben, blind with dubefs, or as blind with rage, 
Author 'gainft author rails with venom curfl. 
And happy He who calls out blockhead £rft; 
From the low earth afpiring genius fprings. 
And fails triumphant, born on eagle wiags. 
No toothlefs fpleen, no venom'd critic's aim. 
Shall rob thee, Churchill, of thy proper fame; 
While hitch'd for ever in thy nervous rhyme. 
Fool lives, and (hines out fool to lateft time* 

Pity perhaps might wifh a harmlefs fool 
To fcape th' obfervance of the critic fchool; 



* The aathor takes this opportunity, notwidiftaadiog all iafinut« 
tions to the contrary, to declare, that he has no particular aim at c 
■eatlenuny whofe ability he fufficiently acknowledges. 

F4 ^^ 
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But if low malice, leagued with folly, rife, 

Arm'd with inveftives, and hcdg'd round with lies; 

Should wakeful dulnefs, if flic ever wake. 

Write fleepy nonfenfe but for writing^s fake. 

And, ftung with rage, and pioufly fevere, 

Wifh bitter comforts to your dying ear ; 

If fome fman wit, fome filk-lin*d verfcman, rakes. 

For quaint refledlions in the putrid jakes. 

Talents ufurp*d demand a cenfor's rage, 

A dunce is dunce profcrib'd in ev'ry age. 

Courtier, phyfician, lawyer, parfon, cit. 
All, all are objedls of theatric wit. 
Are ye then, aftors, privileg'd alone. 
To make that weapon, ridicule, your own? 
Profeffions bleed not from his jufl attack. 
Who laughs at pedant, coxcomb, knave, or quack ; 
Fools on and off the llage are fools the fame. 
And every dunce is fatire's lawful game. 
Freely you thought, where thought has freeft room^ 
Why then apologize ? for what ? to whom ? 

Though Gray*s-Inn wits with author fquires unite> 
And felf-made giants club their labour'd mite. 
Though pointlefs fatire make its wesdc efcape. 
In the dull babble of a mimic ape. 
Boldly purfue where genius points the way. 
Nor heed what monthly puny critics fey. 
Firm in thyfelf, with calm indifference fmile. 
When the wife Veteran knows you by your ftile. 
With critic fcales weighs out the partial wit, 
Wkat Ij or You, or He, or no one writ 5 
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Denying thee thy juft and proper worth. 

But to give faKhood's fpurious iflue birth; 

And all felf-wiird with lawlefs hand to raifc 

Malicious flander on the bafe of praife. 
Diigrace eternal wait the wretch's name 

Who lives on credit of a borrow'd fame ; 

Who wears the trappings of another's wit. 

Of fathers bantlings which he could not get! 

But fhiewd Safpicion with her fqainting eye. 

To truth declar'd, prefers a whifper'd lye. 

With greedy mind the proffered tale believes. 

Relates her wilhes, and with joy deceives. 
The World, a pompous name, by cuftom due 

To the fmall circle of a talking few. 

With heart-felt gke th' injurious tale repeats. 
And fends the whifper buzzing through the ftreets* 
The prude demure, with fober faint-like air. 
Pities her neighbour for (he's wond*rous fair. 
And when temptations lie before our feet. 
Beauty is frail, and females indifcreet : 
She hopes the nymph will every danger (hun. 
Yet prays devoutly — that the deed were done. 
Mean time fits watching for the daily lie. 
As fpiders, lurk to catch a fimple fly. 

Yet is not fcandal to one fex confin'd. 
Though men would fix it on the weaker kind. 
Yet, this great lord, creation's mafter, man. 
Will vent his malice where the blockhead can. 
Imputing crimes, of which e'en thought is free. 
For inflance now, your Rofciad, all to me. 

\l 
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If partial friendftiip, in thy fterling lays. 
Grows all too wanton in another's praife. 
Critics, who judge by ways themfelves have known. 
Shall fwear the praife, the poem is my own j 
For 'tis the method in thefe learned days 
For wits to fcribble firft, and after praife. 
Critics and Co. thus vend their wretched ftuff. 
And help out nonfenfc by a monthly puff. 
Exalt to giant forms weak puny elves. 
And defcant fweetly on their own dear felves ; 
For works per month by learning's midwivcs paid. 
Demand a puffing in the way of trade. 

Refcrv'd and cautious, with no partial aim 
My mufe e'er fought to blaft another's fame. 
With willing hand cou'd twine a rival's bays. 
From candour filent where (he cou'd not praife : 
But if vile rancour, from (no matter who) 
AAor or mimic, printer, or Review; 
Lies, oft o'erthrown, with ceafelefs venom fpread 
Still hifs out fcandal from their Hydra head ; 
If the dull malice boldly walk the town. 
Patience herfelf wou'd wrinkle to a frown. 
Come then with juftice draw the ready pen. 
Give me the works, I wou'd not know themen : 
All in their turns might make reprifals too. 
Had all the patience but to tread them through. 
Come, to the utmoft, probe the defperate wound. 
Nor fpare the knife where'er infeftion's found! 

But, prudence, Churchill, or her fitter. Fear, 
Whifpers forbearance to my fright'ned ear* 
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Oh! then with mcforfake the thorny road. 
Left we (hould flounder in fome Fleet-Ditch Ode, 
And funk for ever in the lazy flood 
Weep with the Naiads heavy drops of Mud. 
Hail mighty Ode ! which like a pidlurc frame. 

Holds any portrait, and with any name; 

Or, like your nitches, planted thick and thtn. 

Will ferve to cram the random hero in. 

Hail mighty Bard too— whatfo'er thy name, 
■or Durfy, for it's all the fame. 

To brother bards (hall equal praife belong. 

For wit, for genius, comedy and fong ? 

!No coftivc Mufc is thine, which freely rakes 

With eafe familiar in the well-known jakes, 

Happy in fldll to ibufe through foul and faij. 
And tofs the dung out with a lordly air. 
So have I fcen, amidft the grinning throng. 
The iie^^ proceffion flowly dragg'd along. 
Where the mock female (hrew and hen-peck'd male 
Scoop'd rich contents from either copious pail, 
Call'd burfts of laughter from the roaring rout. 
And dafli'd and fplalh'd the filthy grains about. 

Quit then, my friend, the Mufcs* lov'd abode, 
Alas! they lead not to preferment's road. , 
Be folemn, fad, put on the pricftly frown. 
Be dull ! 'tis facred, and becomes the gown. 
Leave wit to others, do a Chriflian deed. 
Your foes Ihafl thank you, for they know their need. 

Broad is the path by learning's fons poflefs'd, 
A thoufand modem wits might walk abrcaf);, 

ISA 
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Did not each poet mourn his locklefs doom, 
Joftled by pedants out of elbow room. 
I, who nor court their love, nor fear their hate, 
Muft mourn in filence o'er the Mufe*s fate. 
No right of common now on Pindus' hill. 
While all our tenures are by critic's will ; 
Where, watchful guardians of the lady mufe. 
Dwell monflrous giants, dreadful tall Reviews, 
Who, as we read in fam'd romance of yore, 
Sound but a horn, prefs forward to the door : 
But let fome chief, fome bold advent'rous knight. 
Provoke thefe champions to an equal fight. 
Strait into air to fpacelefs nothing fall 
The caftle, lions, giants, dwarf and all. 

Ill it befits with undifcerning rage. 
To cenfure Giants in this polilh'd age. 
No lack of genius ftains thefe happy times. 
No want of learning, and no dearth of rhymes. 
The fee-faw Muie that flows by meafur'd laws. 
In tuneful numbers, and affefled paufe. 
With found alone, found's happy virtue fraught. 
Which hates the trouble and expence of thought. 
Once, every moon throughout the circling year. 
With even cadence charms the critic ear. 
While, dire promoter of poetic fin, 
A Magazifte muft hand the lady in. 

How Modems write, how nervous, ftrong and well. 
The Anti-Rosciad's decent Mufe does tell: 
Who, while (he ftrives to cleanfe each aftor hurt. 
Daubs with her praife, and rubs him into dirt. 
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Sarc never yet was happy asra known 
So gay, fo wife, fo tafteful as our own. 
Oar curious hiftories rife at once complete. 
Yet ftill continued t as they're paid, per flieet. 

See every fcience which the world wou'd know. 
Your Magazines (hall every month beftow, 
Whofe very titles fill the mind with awe. 
Imperial, Chrijiian, Royal, Britijhy Lanui 
Their rich contents will every reader fit. 
State/man, Divine , Philo/opher, and Wit ; 
Compendious fchemesl which teach all things at once. 
And make a pedant coxcomb of a dunce. 

But let not anger with fuch frenzy grow, 
Drawcanfir like, to ftrike down friend and foe. 
To real worth be homage duly paid. 
But no allowance to the paltry trade. 
My friends I name not (though I boaft a few. 
To me an honour, and to letters too) 
Fain would I praife, bnt, when fuch Things oppofe. 
My praife of courfe muft make them — — *s foes. 

If manly Johnson, with fatyric rage, 
La(h the dull follies of a trifling age. 
If his ftrong Mufe with genuine ftrength afpire. 
Glows not the reader with the poet's fire ? 
HIS the true fire, where creep the witling fry 
To warm themfelves, and light their ruftilights by. 

What Mufe like Gray's (hall pleafing penfive flow 
Atteroper'd fweetly to the ruftic woe ? 
Or who like him (hall fweep the Theban lyre. 
And, as his mailer pour forth thooghts of fiie I 
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E'en now to guard afflidkd learning's caufe. 
To judge by reafon's rules, and nature's laws, 
Boaft we true critics in their proper right. 
While LowTH and Learning, Hurd and Taftc unite* 

Hail facred names !— -Oh guard the Mufe's page> 
Save your lov'd miftrefs from a ruffian's rage; 
See how (he gafps and druggies hard for life. 
Her wounds all bleeding from the butcher's knife; 
Critics, like furgeons, bleft with curious art. 
Should mark each paflage to the human heart. 
But not, unfldlful, yet with lordly air. 
Read furgeon's leftures while they fcalp and tear. 

To names like thefc I pay the hearty vow. 
Proud of their worth, and not afham'd to bow. 
To thefe infcribe my rude, but honeft lays. 
And feel the pleafures of my confcious praife : 
Not that I mean to court each lettered name. 
And poorly glimmer from reflecled fame. 
But that the Mufe, who owns no fervile fear. 
Is proud to pay her willing tribute here. 
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EPISTLE TO J. B. ES(^ 1757. 

AGAIN I urge my old objedyon^ 
That modern rules obftrud perfedion^ 
And the fcverity of Tafte 
Has laid the walk of genius wafte. 
Fancy's a flight we deal no more in. 
Our authors creep inftead of foaring. 
And all the brave imagination 
Is dwindled into declamation. 

But ftill you cry in fober fadncfs, 
" There is difcretion e'en in madnefs.** 
A pithy fentence, which wants credit ! 
Becaufe I find a poet faid it : 
Their vcrdiA makes but fmall imprcflion. 
Who are known lyars by profeffion. 
Rife what exalted flights it will. 
True genius will be genius ftill ; 
And fay, that horfe would you prefer. 
Which wants a bridle or a fpur ? 
The mettled fteed may lofe his tricks ; 
The jade grows callous to your kicks* 

Had Shakfpeare crept by modem rules, 
We*d loft his Witches, Fairies, Fools : 
Inftead of all that wild creation. 
He'd form'd a regular plantation, 
A garden trim, and all inclos'd. 
In niceft fymmetty difpos'd. 
The hedges cut in proper order. 
Nor e'eo a branch beyond the border ; 
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Now like a forcft he appears. 
The growth of twice three hundred years; 
Where many a tree afpiring fhrouds 
lis airyfummit in the cloads. 
While round its root ftill love to twine 
The ivy or wild eglantine. 

** But Shakfpeare's all creative fancy 
** Made others love extravagancy ; 
*« While cloud-capt nonfenfe was their aim, 
*« Like Hurlothrumbo's mad lord Flame." 
True — who can ftop dull imitators ? 
Thofe younger brothers of tranflators, 
Thofe infefts, which from genius rife. 
And buzz about, in fwarms, like flies ? 
Fafhion, that fets the modes of drefs. 
Sheds too her influence o'er the prefs : 
As formerly the fons of rhyme 
Sought Shakfpeare's fancy and fublime; 
By cool corredlnefs now they hope 
To emulate the praife of Pope. 
But Pope and Sha^peare both difclaim 
Thefe low retainers to their fame. 

What talk can dulnefs e*er cflFcft 
So eafy, as to write corre^ ? 
Poets, 'tis faid, are fure to fplit 
By too much or too little wit ; 
So, to avoid th' extremes of either. 
They mifs their mark and follow neither ; 
They fo exaAly poife the fcale 
That neither meafore will prevail^ 



fel^ISTtE TO I, B* ESQ. u 

AxA mediocrity the Mufe 
Did never in her fom excufe» 
Tis true, their tawdry woiks are grac'd 
With all the charms of modem taftcj 
And every fenfidefs line is dreft 
In quaint expreflion's tinfel veft* 
Sayi did you never chance to mttt 
A mon£eur-barber in the ftreet^ 
Whofe ruffle^ as it knk depends^ 
And dangles o'er his fingers' ends^ 
His olive^tann'd com^dexion graces 
With little dabs of Dtefiien laces> 
While for the body Monfieur Puff, 
Wou'd think e'en dowlas fine enough i 
So fares it with our men of rhymesj 
Sweet tinklers of poetic chimes. 
tot ISLCt, and fringe^ and tawdry cloadlsj 
Sure never ytt were greater beaux ; 
But fairly drip them to the fhirt. 
They're all made up of rags and dirt* 

And fhall thefe wretches bards commencei 
Without or fpirit, tafte, or fcnfc ? 
And when they bring no other treafurej 
Shall I admire them for their meafure i 
Or do I ftom the critic^s rules 
Becaufe I will not learn of fools i 
Althet2|^ Longinus' full-mouth'd ptofe 
With all the force of genius glows j 
Though Dionyiius' learned tafte 
Is ever manly, juft, and chafte. 

Vol, LXVIU, G HIV^. 
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Who, like a fldlful wife phyfician, 
Difleds each part of compoiition^ 
And (hews how beauty ftrikes the foal 
From a juft compad of the whole ; 
Though judgment, in Quintillian's page. 
Holds forth her lamp for ev'ry age; 
Yet Hypfrcritics I difdain, 
A race of blockheads dull and vain^ 
And laugh at all thofe empty fools. 
Who cramp a genius with dull rules. 
And what their narrow fcience mocks 
Danm with the name of Het'rodox. 

Thefe butchers of a poet^s fame. 
While they ufurp the critic's name. 
Cry — " This is tafte — ^that's my opinion." 
And poets dread their mock dominion* 

So have you ieen with dire affright. 
The petty monarch of the night. 
Seated aloft in elbow chair. 
Command the prifoners to appear. 
Harangue an hour on watchmen's praife. 
And on the dire eflfedl of frays ; 
Then cry, " You'll fufier for your daring, 
" And d — n you, you (hall pay for fwearing.** 
Then turning, tell th' atftonilh'd ring, 
I Jit to refrefint the KING. 
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fiPISTLE TO THE SAME, 1757, 

Tj AS my good dame a wicked child ? 
^ * It takes the gentle name of wDd ; 
If chefts he breaks^ if locks he picks, 
Tis nothing more than youthful tricks : 
The mother's fondnefs ftamps it merit. 
For vices are a fign of fpirit. 

Say, do the neighbours think the fame 
With the good old indulgent dame ? 
Cries goffip Prate, " I hear with grief 
" My neighbour's fon's an arrant thief. 
" Nay, could you think it, I am told; 
'< He ftole five guineas, all in gold, 
" You know the youth was always wild— 
** He got his father's maid with child ; 
" And robb'd his mafter, to dcfriy ^ 

" The money he had loft at play. 
" All means to fave hini muft now fail* 
" What can it end in ?— In a jaiL'* 

Howe'er the dame doats o'er her youth. 
My goflip fays the very truth* 

But as his vices -love won'd hide. 
Or torture them to virtue's fide. 
So friendfhip's glafs deceives the eye, 
(A glafs too apt to magnify) 
And makes you tbhtk at leail you fee 
Some fpark of genius, ev'n in me. 
You fay I (hou'd get fame : . I doubt it : 
Perhaps I am as well without it. 

G z tQt 
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For what's the worth of empty praife ? 
What poet ever din'd on bays ? 
For though the Lauiel, rareft wonder I 
May fcreen us from the ftroke of thunder. 
This mind I ever was> and am in. 
It is no antidote to famine* 
And poets^live on Sender fare. 
Who, like Cameleons, feed on air. 
And ftarve, to gain an empty breath. 
Which only ferves theift after death. 

Grant I fucceed, like Horace rife. 
And ftnke my head agunft the fkies ; 
€ommon experience daily fhews. 
That poets' have a world of foes ; 
And we fhall find ia every town 
Goffips enough to cty them down ; 
Who meet in pious converfation 
T' anatomize a reputation. 
With flippant tongue, and empty head. 
Who talk of things they never read* 

Their idle cenfures I defpife : 
Their niggard praifes won't fuffice. 
Tempt me no more then to the crime 
Of disabling in the font of rhime. 
My Mufe has anfwer'd aU her end, 
if her produ^ons pleafe a friend. 
The world is burthni'd with a Aore, 
Why need I add one icribblet moxc I 
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TO ♦ * ♦ • 

ABOUT TO FUBLI^H A VOLVMI OF MISCEXLA1ISB&. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR I755« 

OINCE now, all fcrupfes caft away, 
^ Your works are rifing iato day. 
Forgive, though I prefume to fead 
This honeft counfel of a friend. 

Let not your verfe, as verfe now goes. 
Be a ftrange kind of meafur'd profe; 
Nor let your profe, which fure is worfc. 
Want nought but meafure to be verfe. 
Write from your own imagination. 
Nor curb your Mufe by Imitation : 
For copies (hew, howe'er cxpieft, 
A barren genius at the beft. 
— But Imitation's all the mode-^ 
Yet where one hits, ten mifs the roaiL 

The mimic bard with pleafure fees 
Mat. Prior*s unaffed^ eafe: 
Affumes his ftyle, affeds a ftory^ 
Sets every circumftancc before yt. 
The day, the hour, the name, the dweUlng, 
And mars a curious tale in telling : 
Obferves how fajfy Prior flows. 
Then runs his numbers down to pmfe. ' 

Others have fought the filthy ftcws 
To find a diity /]ip.lhod Mafe. 

G 3 t\y£\t 
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Their groping genius, while it rakes 
The bogs, the common-few'rs, and jakesj 
Ordure and filth in rhyme expofes, 
Difguftful to our eyes and nofes ; 
With many a da(h— that muft offend us. 
And much ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

♦ ♦ ♦ Hiatus non deflendusm 

O Swift ! how would'ft thou blulh to fee. 
Such are the bards who copy Thee ? 

This, Milton for his plan will chufe : 
Whcrem refembling Milton's Mufc ? 
Milton, like thunder, rolls along 
In all the majefty of fong ; 
While his low mimics meanly creep. 
Not quite awake, nor quite afleep ; 
Or, if their thunder chance to roll, 
•Tis thunder of the muftard bowl. 
The ftiff escpreflion, phrafes ftrangc. 
The Epithet's prcpofterous change. 
Forced numbers, rough and unpolite. 
Such as the judging ear affright. 
Stop in mid verfe. Ye mimics vile J 
Js't thus ye copy Milton's ftyle ? 
His faults religioufly you trace. 
But borrow not a fingle grace. 

How few, (fay, whence can it proceed ?) 
Who copy Milton, e*er fucceed I 
But all their labours are in vain : 
And wherefore fo f-^^Thc reafon's plain* 
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Take it for granted, 'tis by thofc 
Milton's the model moMy choCc, 
Who can't write verfe, and won't write profc. 

Others, who aim at fancy, chufe 
To woo the gentle Spenfer's Mufe. 
This poet fixes for his theme 
An allegory, or a dream; 
Fidion and truth together joins 
Through a long wade of flimfy lines ; 
Fondly believes his fancy glows. 
And image upon image grows ; 
Thinks his ftrong Mufe takes wond'rous flights. 
Whene'er fhe fings of peerlefs wights. 
Of dens, of palfreys, fpdls and knights : 
"nil allegory, Spenfer's veil 
T' inftrud and pleafe in moral tale. 
With him's no veil the truth to (hroud. 
But one impenetrable cloud* 

Others, more daring, fix their hope 
On rivaling the fame of Pope. 
Satyr's the word againft the times— • 
Thefe catch the cadence of his rhymes. 
And borne from earth by Pope's fftong wings, 1 

'JThcir Mufe afpires, and boldly flings > 

Her dirt up in the face of kings. J 

In thefe the fpleen of Pope we find ; 
But where the greatnefs of his mind ? 
His numbers arc their whole pretence. 
Mere ftrangers to his manly fenfe. 

G 4 Some 
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Some few, the fav'rites of the Mafe, 
Whom with her kindcft eye ike views | 
Round whom Apex's brighteft isys 
Shine forth with uadimimlh'd blaa&e ; 
Some fewy my friend, have fweetly trod 
In Imitation's dangerous road. 
Long as Tobacco's mild peifome 
Shall fcent each happy curate's room. 
Oft as in dbow-chair he fmokes. 
And quaffs his ale, and cracky his jokes^ 
So long, O * Brown, (hall laft thy praifej^ 
Crown'd with Tobacco-leaf for bays | 
And whofoe'er thy verfe (ball fee. 
Shall fill another Kpp to thee. 

' * Ifaac Hawkins Brpwn^ Eiq. aukhor of a pkce called tht f^ 
pf Tobacco, a moft ezcclkat ixoitation of fix difl^rcAt auihon* 
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TO GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ, 

A FAMILIAR. SPI8TI.E, 

WRITTEN JANUARY i, J76i, 

FROM TISSINGTON IN DIRBTSHIRE, 

P'RIENDSHIP with moft k dead and cod, 

^ A dully iDafUve^ flagnant pool ; 

Yours like the lively current flows« 

And (hares the pleafure it bcftow*. 

If there is ought, whofc lenient pow'r 

Can foothe afflidtion's painful honr^ 

Sweeten the bitter cup of care» 

And fnatch the wretched from defpair, 

Superior to the fenie of woes. 

From friendfliip's fource the balfem flows* 

Rich then am I^ pofieft of thine. 

Who know that happy balfam mine. 

In youths from nature's genuine beatj 
The fouls congenial fpring to meet^ 
And emulation's infant ftrife. 
Cements the man in future life. 
Oft too the mind well-pleas'd furveya 
Its progrefs from its childifh days ; 
Sees how the current upwards ran« 
And reads the child o'er in the man. 
For men, in reafon's fober eyes. 
Aire children^ bi^t of larger fize^ 
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Have ilill their idle hopes and fears^ 
And Hobby-Horfe of riper years. 

Whether a bleffing, or a curfe. 
My rattle is the love of verfe. 
Some fancied parts, and emulation. 
Which flill afpires to reputation. 
Bade infant fancy plume her flight. 
And held the laurel full to fight. 
For vawty, the poet's fin. 
Had ta*en poiTeflion all within : 
And he whofe brain is verfe-pofifeft. 
Is in himfelf as highly bleft. 
As he, whofe lines and circles vie 
With heav'n's direction of the iky. 

Howe'er the river rolls its tides. 
The cork upon the furface rides. 
And on Ink's Ocean, lightly buoy*d. 
The cork of vanity is Lloyd. 
Let me too ufe the common claim 
And foufe at once upon my name. 
Which fome have done with greater ftrcfs. 
Who know me, and who love me lefs. 

Poets are very harmlefs things, 
Unlefs you teaze one till it flings ; 
And when affronts are plainly meant. 
We're bound in honour to refent : 
And what tribunal will deny 
An injur'd pcrfon to reply ? 

In thefe familiar emanations. 
Which are but writing converfationi. 
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thought appean in diihabilk^ 
icy does joft what (he will, 
iieft critic would excufe 
grant Tallies of the Mufe : 
Iady> for Apollo's blefling, 
1 attended our careiling, 
y children round her fees 
gots in a Chelhire cheeie, 
I maintain at vaft expence, 
and paper, time and fenie : 
rely 'twas no fmall mifcarriage 
irfl I enter'd into marriage. 
et*s title which I bear, 
3roe ftrange caflles in the air, 

my portion with the fair, 
ever narrowly I look, 
bus's valorem book, 
)t from enquiry find 
ad much to leave behind, 
ad a copyhold eflate 
s which they themfelves create, 
ih title to 2l fountain^ 
: of commpn in a mountain^ 
t they liv'd amongft the great, 
han their brethren do of late ; 

out at feafts to dine, 
they pleas 'd, and drank their wine ; 
it any where fet down 
tpt the fervants half a crown. 

But 
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But pafs'd amid tke waiting throng 
And pay'd the portei with a ibng; 
As once, a wag> in moilcm days. 
When all arc in thefe bril»iig ways. 
His (hillings to difpenfe unable, 
Scrap'd half the fruit from off the tablet 
And walking gravely through the croud. 
Which ftood obfequioufly, and bow*d. 
To keep the fafliion up of tipping, 
Dropt in each hand a golden pippin. 

But tiiere's a difference indeed 
*Twixt ancient bards and modem breed. 
Though poet known, in Roman days, 
Fearlefs he walk'd the public ways. 
Nor ever knew that facred name 
Contemptuous fmile, or painful (hame : 
While with a foolifti face of praife. 
The folks wou'd flop to gape and gaxc. 
And half untold the ftory leave. 
Pulling their neighbour by the fleeve. 
While th* index of the finger fhews, 
—There — ^yonder's Horace— there he goc$. 

This finger, I allow it true. 
Points at us modern poets too ; 
But 'tis by way of wit and joke. 
To laugh, or as the phrafe is, fmoke. 

Yet there are thofe, who're fond of wit. 
Although they never us'd it yet. 
Who wits and witlings entertain ; 
Of Tafte, Virtu, and Judgment vain. 
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And dinner, grace, and grace-cup donCy 

£xpe6l a wond'rous deal of fnn : 

•< Yes— He at bottom— don't yon know him ? 

" That's He that wrote the laft new poem. 

" His Humour's exqoifitely high, 

^* You'll hear him open by and by/^ 

The man in print sad converfation 
Have often veiy finaU relation ; 
And he^ whofe hnroour hits the town^ 
When copied fairly, and fet down^ 
In public company may pafs. 
For little better than an a^. 
Perhaps the fault is on his fide» 
Springs it from modefty, or pride, 
Thofe qualities aiham'd to own. 
For which he's happy to be-ktu>wn ; 
Or that his nature's ftrange and (by. 
And diffident, he knows not why ; 
Or from a prudent kind of fear. 
As knowing that the world's fevere> 
He wou'd not fuffer to efcape 
Familiar wit in eafy (hape : 
Left gaping fools, and vile repealers. 
Should eatch her up, and fpoil her featufes^ 
And, for the child's unlucky maim. 
The faultlefs parent come to ihAme. 

Well, but methinks I hear you fay, 
•• Write then, ray friend I"— Write what ?— •' a Play* 
«« The theatres are open yet, 
«* The market for all fterling wit; 

«* Tit 
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*^ Tiy the ftrong efibrts of your pen, 
** And draw the charaflers of men 3 
** Or bid the burfting tear to flow, 
" Obedient to the fabled woe ; 
•« With Tragedy's ferereft art, 
** Anatomize the human heart, 
<* And, that you may be underftood, 
'' Bid nature fpeak, as nature fhou'd." 

That talent, George, though yet untried. 
Perhaps my gemus has denied ; 
While you, my friend, are fure to pleafe 
With aJl the pow'rs of comic eafe. 

Authors, like maids at fifteen years. 
Are full of wifhes, full of feara. 
One might by pleafant thoughts be led. 
To lofe a trifling maiden-head ; 
But 'tis a terrible, vexation 
To give up with it reputation* 
And he, who has with Flays to do. 
Has got the devil to go through. 
Critics have reafon for their rules, 
I dread the cenfure of your fools. 
For tell mc, and confult your pride, 
(Set Garrick for a while afide) 
How cou'd you, George, with patience bear. 
The critic profing in the play'r ? 

Some of that calling have I known. 
Who held no judgment like their own ; - 
And yet their reafons fairly fcan. 
And feparate the wheat and bran ; 

You'd 
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You'd be amaz'd indeed to find. 
What little wheat is left behind. 
For, after all their mighty root. 
Of chatt'ring round and round about ; 
'Tis but a kind of clock-work talking^ 
like croffing on the ftage, and walking. 

The form of this tribunal paft. 
The play received, the parts all caft. 
Each aAor has his own objedions. 
Each chara^br, new imperfc^ons : 
The man's is drawn too coarfe and rough. 
The lady's has not fmut enough. 
It want's a touch of Gibber's eafe, 
A higher kind of talk to pleafe ; 
Such as your titled folks would chufe. 
And Lords and Ladyfhips might ufe. 
Which ftile, whoever would fucceed in, 
Muft have fmaU wit, and much good breeding. 
If this is dialogue— «w ^/, 
Sweet Sir, fay I, pardonne% mot! 

As long as life and bufinefs laft. 
The adlors have their fevcral caft, 
A walk where each his talent (hews. 
Queens, Nurfes, Tyrants, Lovers, Beaux; 
Suppofe you've found a girl of merit, 
Wou'd (hew your part in all its fpirit. 
Take the whole meanmg in the fcope. 
Some little lively thing, like Pope, 
You rob fome others of a feather, 
Ihey'vc worn for thirty years together. 
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But grant the caft is as yod lifae^ 
To adiors which yoa think will ftriiDe* 
To-morrow then-^(but as yoa know 
iVe ne*er a Comedy to (hew^ 
Let me a while in cottverfation^ 
Make free with yonn for application) 
The arrow's flight can't be prevented*-* 
To-morrow then^ will be prdlented 
The Jealous Wifb! To-morrow? Righf# 
How do you fleep^ my (riend» to-night ? 
Have you no pit-pat hopes and fears^ 
Roaft-beef> and catcalls in your ears ? 
Mabb's wheels a-crofs your temples creep^ 
You tofs and tumble in your fleep^ 
And cry aloud« with rage and fpleen^ 
•« That fellow murders all my fcene." 

To-morrow comes. I know your merits 
And fee the piece's fire and fpirit ; 
Yet friendfhip's zeal is ever hearty^ 
And dreads the efforts of a party* 

The coach below^ the clock gone five^ 
Now to the theatre we drive ; 
Peeping the curtain's eyelet diroughj 
Behold the houfe in dreadful view I 
Obferve how clofe the critics fit. 
And not one bonnet in the pit* 
With horror hear the galleries ring^ 
Nofy ! Black Joke ! God fave the King t 
Sticks clatter^ catcalls fcream^ Encore ! 
Cocks crow, pit hiiies, galleries roar : 
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E*en cha^ fame oranges is found 
This night to have a dreadful found : 
'Till, decent fables on his back, 
(Your prologuizers all wear black) 
The prologue comes ; and, if its mine^ 
Its very good, and very fine : 
If not, I take a pinch of fnuff. 
And wonder where you got (uch ftuC 

That done, a-gape the critics fit, 
Expedant of the comic wit. 
The fiddlers play again pell-mell : 
*— But hift ! — the prompter rings his bell. 
•— Dbwn there ! hats off! — the curtain draws I 
What follows is^ — the juft applaufe* 
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4»nNAKTA XTNETOISIN. ES 

AE TO HAN, EPMHNECfcN 

XATIZEI. Pindar, Olymp. 11. 

O D E I. 

I. I. 

TxAUGHTER of Chaos and old Night, 
-■^ Cimmerian Mufc, all hail! 
That wrapt in never-twinkling gloom canft write« 
And (hadoweft meaning with thy dulky veil! 
What Poet (ings, and ftrikes the firings? 
It was the mighty Theban fpoke. 
He from the ever-living Lyre 
With magic hand elicits fire. 
Heard ye the din of Modem Rhimers bray ? 
It was cool M— n, or warm G — y* 
Involved in tenfold fmokc, 

I. 2. 

The fhallow Fop in antic vefl, 

Tir'd of the beaten road. 
Proud to be fingly drefl, 

« I take the liberty of inferting the two following Odet, though 
I cannot, with ftrid propriety, print them as my oyrn compofition. 
The truth is, they were written in concert with a friend, to whole 
labours I am always happy to add my own : I mean the Author of 
the Jealous Wife. 

Changes, 
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Changes, with every changing moon, the mode. 
Say, ftiall not then the hcav*n-bom Mufes too 

Variety purfue ? 
Shall not applauding critics hail the vogue ? 
Whether the Mufe the ftile of Cambria's Tons, 
Or the rude gabble of the Huns, 
Or the broader dialed 
Of Caledonia (he afTecl, 
Or take, Hibemia, thy ftill ranker brogue ? 

I. 3. 

On this terreftial ball 
The tyrant, Fafliion, governs all. 
She, fickle Goddefs, whom, indays of yore^ 
The Ideot Moria, on the banks of Seine, 
Unto an antic fool, hight Andrew, bore : 

Long (he paid him with difdain. 
And long his pangs in filence he conceal'd : 
At length, in happy hour, his love-fick paia 
On thy bleft Calends, April, he reveal'd. 
From their embraces, fprung. 

Ever changing, ever ranging, 
Fafliion, Goddefs ever young* 

n. !• 

Perch'd on the dubious height. She love to ride. 
Upon a weather-cock, aftride. 
Each blaft that blows, around flie goes. 
While nodding o'er her creft. 

Emblem of her magic pow'r. 
The light Cameleon ftands confeil. 
Changing it's hues a thoufand times an hour* 

H 2 KtA 
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And in a veft is fhe array'd^ 
Of many a dancing moon-beam made> 
Nor zonelefs is her waift : 
But fair and beautiful^ I ween» 
As the ceftus-cinclur*d Queen, 
Is with the Rainbow's fhadowy girdle brac'd, 

IL 1. 

She bids purfue the fav'rite road 

Of lofty cloud-capt Ode. 
Meantime each Bard, with eager fpeedj 
Vaults on the Pegafean Steed : 
Yet not that Pegafus, of yore 
Which th* illuftrious Pindar bore. 
But one of nobler breed ; 
High blood and youth his lufty veins infpirc : 

From Tbttipontimoy He came. 
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy^ thy name? 
Thebloody^fhoulder'd Arab was his Sire ; 
• His White-nofe, He on fam'd Doncaftria's plains 

Refign'd his fatal breath : 
Li vain for life the ftruggling courfer ftrains. 

Ah ! who can run the race with with death ? 
The tyrant's fpeed, or man or fteed. 

Strives all in vain to fly. 
He leads the chace, he wins the race. 
We ftunible, fall, and die* 

* The Author is either miftaken in this place^ of \aA elfe io* 
dulged himfeif in a very unwarrantable poetical licence. Whiter 
aofe was not the 6ire, but a Son of the Godolphiu Arabian. Set 
my Calendar. Hibir. 

11, V Third 
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II. 5. 

Third from Whitenofe fpring? 
Pegafus with eagle wings ; 
Light o'er the plain, as dancing cork. 
With many a bound he beats the ground, 
Whilp a)l the Turf with acclamation rings : 
He won Northampton, Lincoln, Oxford, York ; 
He too Newmarket won : 
There Granta's Soi> 
Seized on the Steed ; 
And thence him led, (fo fate decreed) 
To where old Cam, renown'd in poet's fong. 
With his dark and inky waves. 
Either bank in filence laves, 
Wmding flow his fluggifh ftreams along. 

in. I. 

'^^Hxat ftripling neat, of vifage fweet. 

In trimmeft guife array'd, 
Firft the neighing Steed aflay'd? 
His hand a taper fwitch adorns, his heel 
Sparkles refulgent with elaftick fteel : 
The whiles he wins his whiffling way. 
Prancing, ambling, round and round. 
By hill, and dale, and mead, and greenfward gay : 

Till fated with the pleafmg ride. 
From the lofty Steed difmounting, 
JJc lies along, enwrapt in confcious pride. 

By gurgling rill, or chryftal fountain. 

H s 111* a. IJ^l 
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III. 2. 
Lo! next* a £ard« fecure of praife^ 
His fclf-complacent countenance difplays. 
His broad Mu(hichios> ting'd with golden die. 
Flame like a meteor^ to the troubled air: 
Proud his demeanor, and his eagle eye, 
O'er-hung with lavifh lid, yet (hone with glorious 
glare. 

The grizzle grace 
Of bulhy peruke fhadow'd o'er his face. 
In large wide boots, whofe ponderous weight 
Would fink each wight of modern date. 
He rides, well pleased : So large a pair 
Not Garagantua's felf might wear : 
Not He, of nature fierce and cruel. 
Who, if we truft to antient Ballad, 
Devour'd Three Pilgrims in a Sallad ; 
Nor He of fame germane, hight Pantagruel. 

HI. 3. 

Accoutred thus, th' adventrous Youth 
Seeks not the level lawn, or velvet mead, 
Faft by whofe fide clear dreams meandring creep ; 
But urges on amain the fiery Steed 
UpSnowdon's ihaggy fide, or Cambrian rock uncouth: 
Where the venerable herd 
Of Goats, with long and fapient beard. 
And wanton Kidlings their blithe revels keep. 
Now up the mountain fee him ftrain! 

Now down the vale he*s toft. 
Now Hafhes on the fight again, 
Now in tbc Pa/pabfc ObfcuTC quixcloSt. 
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IV. !• 

Man's feeble race eternal dangers wait. 
With high or low, all, all, is woe, 
Difeafe, mifchance, pale fear,, and dubious fate* 

-But, o'er every peril bounding. 
Ambition views not all the ills furrounding. 
And, tiptoe on the mountains fleep, 
Reileds not on the yawning deep* 

IV. 2. 
See, fee, he foars! With mighty wingi oatfpread. 
And long refounding mane. 
The Courfer quits the plain* 
Aloft in air, fee, fee him bear 

The Bard, who fhrouds 
His Lyrick Glory in the clouds. 
Too fond to ilrike the dars with lofty head ! 
He topples headlong from the giddy height. 
Deep in the Cambrian Gulph immerg'd in endlefs 
night. 

IV. 5. 
O Steed Divine! what daring fpirit 
Rides thee now ? though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor felf-opinion. 
Which elate the mighty Pair, 
Each of Tafte the fav'rite minion. 
Prancing through the defart air ; 
By help mechanick of Equeftrian Block, 
Yet (hall he mount, with claflick houiings grac'd. 
And, all unheedful of the Critick Mock, 
Drive his light Courfer o*cr the bounds of T«ft&« 

H4 OTi^ 
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ODE IL 
TO OBLIVION, 

I. 

♦pARENT OF Ease! Oblivion old, 

•*• Who lov'ft thy dwelling-place to hojd^, 

Where fcepter'd Pluto keeps his dreary fway, 

Whofe Allien pride the ftiiv'ring ghofts obey ! 

Thou, who delighteft ftill to dwell 

By fome hoar and mofs-grown cell. 
At whofe dank foot Cocytus joys to roll. 
Or Styx* black ftreams, which even Jove controul ! 

Or if it fuit thy better will 

To chufe the tinkling weeping rill. 
Hard by whofe fide the feeded poppy red 
Heaves high in air his fweetly curling head. 

While, creeping in meanders flow, 

Lethe's drowfy waters flow. 
And hollow blalb, which never ceafe to figh. 
Hum to each carc-ftruck mind their lulla-lulla-by! 
A prey no longer let me be 
To that goflip Memory, 
Who waves her banners trim, and proudly flies 
To fpread abroj^d her bribble-brabble lies, 

* According to Lilkeus, who I])eftows the Parental FunfUon on 
Qblivion. 

yerba Obliviscindz rtgunt Genitxvum. 

Lib. xiii. Cap,8. 
There is a fimilar palTage in Buibxui* 
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With Thee, Oblivion, let roe go. 

For Memory's a friend to woe; 
With thee, Forgetfulness, fair iilent Queen, 
Tjic folemn dole of grief is never feen, 

II. 

All, All is thine. Thy pow'rful fwajr 

The throng'd poetic hofts obey : 
Though in the van of Mem'ry proud t'appcar. 
At thy command they darken in the rear. 

What though the modern Tragic ftrain 

For nine whole days protraft thy reign. 
Yet through the Nine, like whelps of currifh kind. 
Scarcely it lives, weak, impotent, and blind. 

Sacred to thee the Crambo Rhime, 

The motley forms of Pantomime : 
For Thee from Eunuch's throat ftill loves to flow 
The foothing fadnefs of his warbled woe : 

Each day to Thee falls Pamphlet clean : 
Each month a new-born Magazine : 
Hear then, O Goddess, hear thy vot'ry's pray'rl 
And, if Thou deign'ft to take one moment's care. 

Attend Thy Bard ! who duly pays 

The tribute of his votive lays ; 
Whofe Mufe ftill offers at thy facred flirine ;— 
Thy Bard, who calls Thee ///>, and makes him 
Thine. 

O, fweet Forgetfulness, fuprcme 

Rule fupine o'er ev'ry theme. 
O'er each fad fubjeft, o'er each foothing ftrain, 
Qf wmc, O Goddess, ftrctch thine awful rcig^l 
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Nor let M K M 'r Y ftcal one note. 
Which this rude hand to Thee hath wrote! 
So (halt thou fave me from the Poct'a (hame. 
Though on the lettered Rubric Dooslst poft my 
Name. 

III. 
O come! with opiate poppies crown*d. 
Shedding (lumbers foft around ! 

Ocome! fat Goddess, drunk with Lameat't 

Sack!— 

See, where (he (its on the benumb'd Totpcdo's 

back! 
Me, in thy dull Elyfium lapt, O bkis 
With thy calm Forgetfulnefs I 
And gently lull my fenfes all the while 
With placid poems in the finking ftile! 
Whether the Herring-Poet fing, 
. Great Laureat of the Fi(hes* King, 
Or Lycophron prophetic rave his fill. 
Wrapt in the daiker ftrains of Johnny — ; 

Or, if Hb fing, whofe verfe affords 
A bevy of the cboicffi words. 
Who meets his Lady Mufe by mofs-grown cdl, 
Adom'd with epithet and tinkling bell : 
Thefe, Goddess, let me (till forget. 
With all the dearth of Modem Wit! 
So may'ft Thou gently o'er my youthful breaft. 
Spread, with thy wdcomc hand, Obli vign '• friendly 
Teft, 
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THE PROGRESS OF ENVY. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR I75I. 
I. 

AH me ! unhappy ftate of mortal wight, 
Sith Envy's fure attendant upon fame, 
Ne doth (he reft from rancorous defpight. 
Until (he works him mickle woe and ihame ; 
Unhappy he whom Envy thus doth fpoil, 
Ne doth (he check her ever reftlefs hate : 
Until (he doth his reputation foil : 
Ah! lucklefs imp is he^.whofe worth date. 
Forces him pay this heavy tax for being great. 

IL 
There ftood an ancient mount, yclept Pamafs^ 
(The fair domain of facred poefy) 
Which, with freih odours ever-blooming, was 
Befprinkled with the dew of Caftaly; 
Which now in foothing murmurs whifp'ringglidetji 
Wat'ring with genial waves the fragrant foU, 
Now rolls adown the mountain's ftecpy fides. 
Teaching the vales full beauteoudy to fmile. 
Dame Nature's handy-work, not form'd by laboring 
toU, 

m. 

The Muses fair, thefe peaceful (hades among. 
With (kilful fingers fweep the trembling ftrings; 
The air in filence liftens to the fong, 
And TiUM forgeti to plybk lazy wings; 
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Pale-vifag'd Care, with foul anhallow*d feet, 
Attempts the fammit of the hill to gain, 
Ne can the hag arrive theblifsful feat; 
Her unavailing ftrcngth is fpent in vain, 

Co N T E NT fits on the top, and mocks her empty pain, 
IV. 
Oft Phoebus felf left his divine abode. 
And here enfhrouded in a fhady bow'r, 
Regardlefs of his ftate, lay*d by the God, 
And own'd fvveet Mufic*s more alluring pow'r. 
On either fide was plac'd a peerlefs wight, 
Whofe merit long had fiU'd the trump of Fame j 
This, Fancy's darling child, was Spenser hight^ 
Who pip'd full pleafing on the banks of Tame ; 

That no lefs fam'd than He, and Mil ton was his name. 
V. 
In thefe cool bow'rs they live fupinely calm; 
Now harmlefs talk, now emuloufly fing; 
While Virtue, pouring round her facred balm. 
Makes happinefs eternal as the fpring. 
Alternately they fung ; now Spenser 'gan. 
Of jouds and tournaments, and champions ftrongs 
Now Milton fung of difobedient man. 
And Eden loft : The bards around them throng. 

Drawn by the wond'rous magic of their princes* fong. 

VI. 
Not far from thefe, Dan Ch auc er, antient wight, 
A lofty feat on Mount Pamaflus held. 
Who long had been the Mufes* chief delight ; 
His reverend locks were lllveT'4 o'ti^ m^ 5^\ 
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Grave was his vifage, and his habit plain ; 
And while he fung, fair nature hedifplay'd. 
In verfc albeit uncouth, and fimple ftrain ; 
Ne mote he well be feen, fo thick the fhade. 
Which elms and aged oaks had all around him made* 

VIL 
Next ShAkspeare fat, irregularly gteat. 
And in his hand a magic rod did hold. 
Which vifionary beings did create. 
And turn the fouleil drofs to purefl gold : 
Whatever fpirits rove in earth or air. 
Or bad or good^ obey his dread command^ 
To his behefts thefe willingly repair, 
Thofe aw*d by terrors of his magic wand. 
The which not all their pow'rs united might withftahd. 

VIII. 
^de the bard there flood a beauteous maid, 
Whofe glittering appearance dimm'd the eyen ; 
Her thin-wrought vcfture various tints difplay'd, 
{"ancy her name, yfprong of race divine; 
Her mantle* wimpled low, her filken hair. 
Which loofe adown her well-turn 'd (boulders ftray 'd, 
* She made a net to catch the wanton air,' 
Whofe love-fick breezes all around her play'd 
And fccm'd in whifpers foft to court the heav'niy 
maid. 

• fFimpUd, A word ufed by Spenfcr for hung doivn. The 
line inclofcd within Commas is one of Fairfdi'v in his tranllation of 
Taflb. 
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IX. 

And ever and anon (he wav'd in air 

A fccptrc, fraught with all-creative pow'r : 

She wav'd it roond : Eftfoons there did appear 

Spirits and witches, forms unknown before : 

Again (he lifts her wonder-working wand; 

Eftfoons upon the flow'ry plain were feen 

The gay inhabitants of fairie land. 

And blithe attendants upon Mab their queen 

In myilic circles danc'd along th' inchanted green. 
X. 
On th* other fide ftood Nature, goddefs fair; 
A matron feem'd fhe, and of manners (laid ; 
Beauteous her form, maje(tic was her air. 
In look attire of pureft white array'd : 
A potent rod (he bore, whofe pow'r was fuch, 
(As from her darling's works may well be (hown) 
That often with its foul-enchanting touch. 
She rais'd or joy, or caused the deep-felt groan. 

And each man's paffions made fubfervient to her own. 
XL 
But lo ! thick fogs from out the earth arife. 
And murky mifts the buxom air invade. 
Which with contagion dire infedl the (kies. 
And all around their baleful influence (hed; 
Th' infedled iky, which whilom was fo fair. 
With thick Cimmerian darknefs is o'erfprcad ; 
The fun, which whilom (hone without eompare. 
Muffles in pitchy veil his radiant head. 

And fore the time fore-grieving fecks his wat'ry bed. 
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xn. 

Envy, the daughter of fell Acheron, 

(The flood of deadly hate and gloomy night) 

Had left precipitate her Stygian t)irone. 

And through the frighted heavens wing'dher flight ' 

With careful eye each realm (he did explore, 

Ne mote (he ought of happinefs obferve; 

For hapfMneis, alas ! was tx>w no more, 

Sith cv'iy one from virtue's paths did ftverve. 

And trample on religion bafe defigns to ferve. 
Xllt 
At length, on bleft PamalTus feated high. 
Their temple circled with a laurel crown, 
SpBNSBi. and Milton met herfcowling eye. 
And turn'd her horrid grin into a frown. 
Full faft unto her fifter did (he poft. 
There to unload the venom of her bread. 
To tdl how all her happinefs was croft, 
Sith others weie of happinefs poiTeft : 

Did never gloomy hell fend forth like ugly peft. 
XIV, 

Within the covert of a gloomy wood. 
Where fun'ral cypiefs ftar-proof branches fpread. 
Overg rown with tangling briers a cavern ftood ; 
Fit place for melancholy * dreary-head. 

* Drgary^bead, Gloominefs. 

4 Here 
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Here a deformed monfter joy'd to won. 
Which on fell rancour ever was ybent. 
All from the rifing to the fetting fun. 
Her heart purfued fpitc with black intent^ 
Ne could her iron mind at human woes relents 

XV. 

In flowing fable ftole (he was yclad. 

Which with her countenance did wdl accord • 

Forth from her mouth, like one through grief gone 

mad, 
A frothy fea of naufeoos foam was pour'd ; 
A ghaflly grin and eyes afquint, difplay 
The rancour which her hellilh thoughts contaliii^ 
And how, when man is bleft, (he pines away. 
Burning to turn his happinefs to pain ; 
Ma l I c e the monfler's name, a foe to God and man* 

XVI. 
Along thd floor black loathfome toads dill crawly 
Their gullets fwell'd with poifon's mortal bane. 
Which ever and anon they fpit at all 
Whom haplefs fortune leads too near her den ; 
Around her waift, in place of filken zone^ 
A life-devouring viper rear'd his head. 
Who no diftin^on made 'twixt friend and foen^ 
But death on ev'ry fide fierce brandifhed. 
Fly, recklefs mortals, fly, in vain is * hardy-head* 

* HarJy-AcaJ, Courage* 

XVlLla- 
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x\ai. 

Impatient Envv, through th' setherial waftc. 
With inward venom fraught, and deadly fpite. 
Unto this cavern fleered her panting hafte, 
Enihrouded in a darkfome veil of night. 
Her inmoft heart burnt with impetuous ire. 
And fell deflrudlion fparkled in her look. 
Her ferret eyes flalh'd with revengeful fire, 
A-while contending paffions utt'rance choke. 
At length the fiend in furious tone her filence broke. 

XVIII. 
Sifter, arife! fee how our pow'r decays. 
No more our empire Thou and I can hosft, 
Sith mortal man now gains immortal praife, 
Sith man is blcft, and Thou and I are loft: 
See in what ftate Parnaflbs* Hill appears; 
See Ph o B B u s* felf two happy bards atween ; 
See how the God their fong attentive hears ; 
This Spenser hight, that Milton, well I weeni 
Who can behold unmov'd fike heart- tormenting fcenc? 

XIX. 

Sifter, arife ! ne let our courage droop. 
Perforce we will compel thefe mortals own. 
That mortal force unto our force (hall ftoop; 
Envy and Malice then (hall reign alone: 
Thou beft has known to file thy tongue with lies^ 
And to deceive mankind with fpecious bait : 
Like Truth accoutred, fpreadeft forgeries. 
The fountain of contention and of hate: 
Arife, unite with me^ and be as whilom gteatl 
VoL.LXVm. 1 "XX..t\x^ 
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XX. 

The Fiend obcy'd, and with impatient voice— 
'* Tremble, ye bards, within that blifsful feat ; 
** Malice and Envy (hall o'erthrow your joys, 
** Nor Phoebus felf (hall our defigns defeat. 
*« Shall We, who under friendftiip's feigned veil, 
** Prompted the bold archangel to rebel ; 
** Shall We, who under (how of facred zeal, 
«* Plung'd half the pow'rs of heav'n in loweft hell— 
^« Such vile difgrace of us no mortal man (hall tell* 
XXI. 
And now, more hideous rendered to the fight. 
By reafon of her raging cruelty. 
She burnt to go, equipt in dreadful plight. 
And find fit engine for her forgery. 
Her eyes inflam'd did caft their rays afkance. 
While hellilh imps prepare the monfter's car. 
In which (he might cut through the wide expanfe. 
And find out nations that extended far. 
When all was pitchy dark, ne twinkled one bright ftar. 
XXII. 
Black was her chariot, drawn by dragons dire. 
And each fell ferpent had a double tongue. 
Which ever and anon fpit flaming fire. 
The regions of the tainted air among; 
A lofty feat the fifter-monfters bore. 
In deadly machinations clofe combined. 
Dull FoLLV drove with terrible uproar. 
And cruel Discord foUow'dfaft behind; 
God help the man '^fainftwhomfuchcaitifffoesarejoin'd. 
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XXHL 
Aloft in air the rattling chariot fiies^ 
While thunder hadhly grates spon its wheels ; 
filaCk pointed fptres of fmc^e around them rifi^ 
, ^ The air deprefs^d unufual burthen feels | 
Detefted fighti in terrible array^ 
They fpur dieir fieiy dragons on amain^ 
Ne mote their anger fuffer cold delay. 
Until the wifli'd-for region they obtain, 
Aod land their dingy car on Caledonian plain« 

XXIV. 
Here, eldeft fon of Ma lice, long had dwek 
A wretch of all the joys of life forlorn ; 
His fame on double falfities was built: 
(Ah! worthlefs fon, of worthlcfs parent bom!) 
Under the fhew of fcmblance fair, he veil'd 
The black intentions of his hellifh breaft ; 
And by thefe guileful means he more prevailed 
Than had he open enmity profeft; 
The- wolf more fafely wounds when in (beep's cloatb- 
ing dreft. 

XXV. 
Him then thcmfelves atween they joyful place, 
(Sure fign of woe when fuch are [^s'd, alas!) 
Then meafure back the air with fwifter pace. 
Until they reach the foot of Mount Farnafs* 
Hither in evil hour the mongers came. 
And with their new companion did alight, ' 
Who long had loft all fenfe of virtuous fhamc* 
Beholding worth with poifbnous def{Hght; 
OnhisfttcccA depends tbdr impiQXi% dcfi^* 

1 2 XSLVl.\iw^ 
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XXVL 
Long burnt He fore the fummit to obtain. 
And fpread his venom o'er the blifsful feat; 
Long burnt He fore, but ftiU He burnt in vain ; 
Mote none come there, who come with impious feet. 
At lenth, at unawares, he out doth fpic 
That fpitc which elfe had to himfelf been bane ; 
The venom on the breaft of Milton lit. 
And fpread benumbing death through every vein; 

The Bard of life bereft fell fenfelefs on the plain. 
XXVIL 
As at the banquet of Thyeftes old. 
The fun is faid t* have (hut his radiant eye. 
So did he now through grief his beams with-hold. 
And darknefs to be felt o'erwhelm*d the Iky; 
Forth iffued from their difmaldark abodes 
The birds attendant upon hideous night. 
Shriek-owls and ravens, whofe fell croaking bodes 
Approaching death to miferable wight: 

1Did never mind of man behold fike dreadful fight ? 

XXVIIL 
Apollo wails his darling done to die 
iByfbul attempt of Envy's fatal bane; 
The Mu s E s fprinkle him with dew of Caftaly, 
And -crown his death with many a living ftrain ; 
Hoary Parnassus beats his aged breaft. 
Aged, yet ne'er before did forrow know; 
The flowers drooping their defpair atteft, 
Th' aggrieved rivers queruloufly flow; 
All nature /bddco groaa*d wuVi {ym^?xV«x\c 'woc. 
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XXIX. 

But, lo ! the fky a gayer livery wears. 
The melting clouds begin to fade stpace^ 
And now the cloak of darknefs difappears, 
(May darknefs ever thus to light give place!) 
Erft griev'd Apollo jocund looks refumes. 
The Nine renew their whilom chearful fong. 
No grief Parnassus' aged bread confumes. 
For from the teeming earth new flowers fprong. 

The plenteous rivers flow'd full peacefully along. 
XXX. 
The ftricken Bard frefli vital heat renews, 
Whofe blood, erft ftagnate, rufties through his veins; 
Life through each pore her fpirit doth infuie. 
And Fa M E by Ma lice tmextinguifh'd reigns : 
And fee, a form breaks forth, all heav'nly bright. 
Upheld by one of mortal progeny, 
A Female Form, yclad in fnowy white, 
Ne half fb fair at diftance feen as nigh; 

Douglas and Truth appear. Envy and Lauder 
die* 
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PROLOGUE 

TO T H B 

JEALOUS WIFE. 

SFOKSN BY MR. OAR&ICK. 

THE Jealous WiFil a Comedy! poor man! 
A charming fubjedl! but a wretched plan. 
His fldttilh wit, o'eileaping the doe bound. 
Commits flat trefpafs upon tragic ground. 
Quariels, upbraidings, Jealoufies, and fpleen, 
Grqw too familiar in the comic itene. « 
Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 
'Tis Paffion, Pathos, Chara^er, Sublime! 
What round big words had fwell'd the pompous (bene, 
A king the huiband, and the wife a queen ! 
Then might Diftra^ion rend her graceful hair. 
See fightlefs forms, and fcieam, and gape, and ftare»^ 
Drawcanfir death had rag'd without contioul. 
Here the drawn dagger, there the poifon'd bowL 
What eyes had ftream'd at all the whining woe! 
What hands had thundered at each Hah and Oh! 
But peace ! the gentle prologue cuftom fends. 
Like drum and ferjeant, to beat up for friends. 
At vice and folly, each a lawful game, 
OuraatborBks, but with no jontaJjuau 
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He read the manners, open as they lie 

In nature's volume to the general eye« 

Books too he read, nor blulh'd to ufe their (lore.— 

He does but what his betters did before. 

Shakefpeare has done it, and the Grecian ftage 

Caught truth of charafter from Homer's page. 

If in his fcenes an honeft (kill is (hewn. 
And borrowing little, much appears his own ; 
If what a mailer's happy pencil drew 
He brings more forward, in dramatic view ; 
To your decifion he fubmits his caufe. 
Secure of candour, anxious for applaufe* 

But if all rude, his artlefs fcenes deface 
The fimple beauties which he meant to grace ; 
If, an invader upon others' land. 
He fpoil and plunder with a robber's hand. 
Do jnftice on him! — As on fools before. 
And give to Blockbeads paft one Blockhead more* 
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PROLOGUE, 

INTENDED TO HAVP BEEN SPOKEN AT DRURY- 
LANE THEATRE, ON HIS MAJESTY'S BIRTH- 
DAY, I761. 

/^ ENIUS, neglcfted, mourns his wither'd bays ; 
^^ But foars to heav'n from virtue's generous praife* 
When Kings themfelves the proper judges fit 
O'er the bleft realms of fcience, arts and wit. 
Each eager breaft beats high for glorious fame. 
And emulation glows with active flame. 
Thus, with Auguftus rofe imperial Rome, 
For arms renown'd abroad, for arts at home. 
Thus, when Eliza fill'd Britannia's throne. 
What arts, what learning was not then our own ? 
Then finew*d Genius, ftrong and nervous rofe. 
In Spenfer's numbers, and in Raleigh's profc ; 
On Bacon's lips then every fcience hung. 
And Nature fpoke from her own Shakfpeare's^ tongue. 
Her patriot fmiles fell, like rcfreftiing dews. 
To wake to life each pleafing ufeful Mufe, 
While every virtue which the Queen profefs'd, 
Beam'd on her fubjefts, but to make them bleft. 
O glorious times ! — O theme of praife divine ! 
—Be happy, Britain, then — ^fuch times are thine. 
Behold e'en now ftrong fcience imps her wing. 
And arts revive beneath a Patriot King. 

The 
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The Mufes too burft forth with double light. 
To (hed their luftre in a Monarch's fight. 
His cheering fmiles alike to all extend — 
Perhaps this /pot may boad a Royal Friend. 
And when a Prince, with early judgment grac'd, 
Himfelf (hall marfhal out the way to tafte. 
Caught with the flame perhaps e'en here may rife 
Some powerful genius of uncommon fize, 
And> pkas'd with nature, nature's depth explore^ 
And be what our great Shakfpeare was before. 
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PROLOGUE TO HECUBA. 

SPOKEN BT MR, GARRICK, l']6l» 

A Grecian bard, two thoufand years ago, 
Plana'd this fad fable of illuftrious woe ; 
Waken'd each foft emotion of the bread. 
And eaOed forth tears, that would not be fiippreft* 

Yet, O ye mighty Sirs, of judgment chafte. 
Who, lacking Genius, have a deal of Tafte, 
Can you forgive out modem ancient piece. 
Which brings no chorus, tho* it comes from Greece ? 
Kind focial chorus, which all humours meets. 
And fings and dances up and down the (Ireets. 
——Oh ! might true tafle, in thefe unclaffic days. 
Revive the Grecian fafhions with their plays I 
Then, raised on ftilts, our Players would fhdk and rage. 
And, at three fteps, ilride o'er a modem flage ; 
Each geilure then would boail unufual charms. 
From lengthened legs, ftufF'd body, fprawling arms ! 
Your critic eye would then no pigmies fee. 
But Buflcins make a giant, even of me. 
No features then the Poet's mind would trace. 
But one black vizor blot out all the face. 
O ! glorious times, when adlors thus could ftrike, 
Expreffive, inexpreilive, all alike ! 
Lefs change of face than in our punch they (aw. 
For punch can roll his eyes, and wag his jaw ; 
With one fet glare they moath'd the rumbling verfe ; 
Oar Gog and Magog look uoxViaUL to &^<;t\ 
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Yet, though dcpriv'd of inftruments like thefe. 
Nature, perhaps, may find a way to pleafe ; 
Which, wherefoc'er (he glows with genuine flame. 
In Greece, in Rome, in England, is the fame. 

Of raillery then, ye modem wits, beware. 
Nor damn the Grecian poet for the player. 
Thdrs was the (kill, with honeft help of art. 
To win, by juft degree, the yielding heart. 
What if our Shakfpeare claims the magic throne^ 
And in one inftant makes us all his own ; 
They dificr only in one point of view. 
For Shakfpeare's nature, was their nature too* 
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ODE 

SPOKEN ON A PUBLIC OCCASION AT WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL. 

NOR at Apollo's vaunted ftirine. 
Nor to the fabled Sifters Nine, 
Offers ^he youth his ineffedlual vow. 
Far be their rites ! — Such worfhip fits not now ; 

When at Eliza's facred name 

Each briaft receives the prefent flame : 
While eager genius plumes her infant wings. 
And with bold impulfe ftrikes th' accordant ftrings, 

Refledling on the crouded line 

Of mitred fages, bards divine. 
Of patriots, aftive in their country's caufe. 
Who plan her councils, or dire^ her laws* 

Oh Memory I how thou lov'ft to ftray. 

Delighted, o'er the flow'ry way 
Of childhood's greener years ! when fimple youth 
Pour'd the pure diftates of ingenuous truth ! 

'Tis then the fouls congenial meet, 

Infpir'd with friendfhip's genuine heat. 
Ere intereft, frantic ze^l, or jealous art. 
Have taught the language foreign to the heart* 

'Twas here, in many an early ftrain 
Dryden firft try'd his claflic vein. 
Spurred his drong genius to the diftant goal. 
In wild effiiSons of his maiily {o\i\ -, 
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When Bufby's fkill, and judgment fage, 

Reprefs'd the poet's frantic rage, 
Cropt his luxuriance bold, and blended taught 
The flow of numbers with the ftrength of thought. 

Nor, Cowley, be thy Mufe forgot ! which ftrays 

In wit's ambiguous flowery maze. 
With many a pointed turn and ftudied art : 

Though afFedation blot thy rhyme. 

Thy mind was lofty and fublime. 
And manly honour dignified thy heart : 
Though fond of wit, yet firm to virtue's plan. 
The Poef^ trifles ne'er difgrac'd the Man. 

Well might thy morals fweet engage 

Th' attention of the Mitred Sage, 
Smit with the plain fimplicity of truth. 

For not ambition's giddy ftrife. 

The gilded toys of public life. 
Which fnare the gay unftable youth, 

Cou'd lure Thee from the fober charms. 

Which lapt thee in retirement's arms. 
Whence Thou, untainted with the pride of ftatc, 
Coud'ft fmile with pity on the buftling Great. 

Such were Eliza's fons. Her foft'ring care 
Here bade free genius tune his grateful fong ; 
Which clfe had wafted in the defart air. 
Or droop'd unnotic'd 'mid the vulgar throng. 

— Ne'er may her youth degenerate fhame 

The glories of Eliza's name ! 

But with the poet's frenzy bold, 

Sach as infpir'd her bards of old, 
^ JVuck tbegrcca laurel from the hand of ¥amt\ 
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THE TEARS AND TRIUMPH OF 
PARNASSUS: 

ANODE, 

SET TO MUSICIC AND PERFORMED AT DRURY* 
LANE, 1760. 

The Scene dif covers Apollo and the Nine Musbsm 
their proper HabitSm 

Apollo. 
17 ATE gave the word ; the deed is doncj 

Augustus is no more ; 
His great career of fame is run. 
And all the lofs deplore. 

\The Mu/es tear off their laurels* 

Calliope. 
Well, lifters of the (acred fpring. 
Well may you rend your golden hair j 
Well may you now your dirges iing. 
And pierce with cries the troubled air. 

Chorus, 
Fate gave the word, &c. 

C L I O, 

Founded in juftice was his fway ; 
Ambition never mark*d his way, 

C.A L L I O P E. 

Unlefs the be^ ambition that can fire 
A monarcb'a i)itaft and all bu {ou\ uiSout, 
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The gen'rous purpofc of the noble mind^ 
The bcft ambition— to fcrvc human kind. 
Apollo. , 

Yes, Virgins, yes ; that Wifti fublime 
Rank'd him with thofe of earlieft time. 

Who for a people's welfare ftrovc ; 
Whofe fpirits breathe astherial air. 
And for their meed of earthly care. 
Drink Nedar with Olympian Jove. 
Calliope. 
Oh! Truth! fair daughter of the lky» 
And Mercy ! — that with aiking eye 

Near the Omnipotent do'ft (land; 
And, when mankind provoke his rage, 
Do'ft clafp his knees, his wrath affuagc. 
And win the thunder from his hand! 
Clio. 
Oh! white-roVd Faith! caeleftial maid! 
Twin-bom with Justice! by whofe jdd 

He liv'd the guardian of the laws; 
Dear Liberty! round Albion's ifle 
That bid'ft eternal funfliine fmile. 

Who now will guard your facred caufe f 

Chorus. 
Dear liberty, &c. 

C A L L I o p E, 
Where were ye, Mufes, when the fatal iheeri 
The Fury rais'd, to clofe his rev'rend years ? 
Bat ah! vain wifh!— >yoa could not ftop the blow! 
No Ofloen wam'd ye of tb' impending woe. 
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Apollo. 
See! where Britannia ftands 
With clbfe-ipfolded hands^ 
On yonder fea-beat (hore ! 
Behold her languid air! 
Lo! her difhevell'd hair! 
Majeftic now no more! 
Still on the fullen wave her eye is bent. 
The Trident of the Main thrown idle by; 
Old Thames, his fea-green mantle rent. 
Inverts his um^ and heaves a doleful figh. 
Hark ! to the winds and waves 
Frantic with grief (he raves. 

And, cruel Gods! (he cries; 
Each chalky cliflT around. 
Each rock returns the found. 
And, cruel Gods! replies. 
Calliope, 

See ! the proceflion fad and flow. 
Walks in a folcmn pomp of woe 
Through awful arches, gloomy ifles. 
And rows of monumental piles. 
Where lie the venerable juft. 
Where heroes moulder into dull. 

Now quietly inum'd he lies. 

Pale! pale! inanimate and cold! 
Where round him baleful vapours rife, 
. 'Midfl bones of legiflators old! 

C L I 9. 
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; Clio. 

Of him who fought th' ambicioas Gaul 

Pe'r. thick*einbattled plains^ 
Who felt, who liv'd, and rcign'd for all^ 
This only now remains* 

Apollo* 
Bring> inhandfuls^ lillies bring 
Bring me all the flow'iy fpring« 
Scatter rofes on his bier; 
Ever honour'dj ever dear! 

C H o & x^ s» 
Scatter Rofes, &c. 

M E R C TJ R Y defcends. 
-No more, harmonious Progeny of Jove, 

No more let f un'ral accents rife ; 
The great, the good Axjcustus reigns abovej 
Tranilated to his kindred ikies* 
Clio. 
No more for my hiftoric page— 

Calliope* 
No more for my great epic rage— 

Both. 
Will by the hero now be done— 
Chorus. 
His great career of fame is run. 
And all the lofs deplore. 

Enter M A R 8. 
Lo ! Mars, from his beloved land, 
. Where freedom long hath fix*d her (land. 
Bids ye coUeft your flowing hair. 
And aj^ain the laurel wear: 
Vol. IXVIII. K ^^^ 
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For fee ! Britannia rears her drooping head ; 
Again refumes her Tr i d e n t of the main ; 
1 HAMES takes his urn, and fecks his wat*ry bed. 
While gay content fits fmiling on the pkin. 

Hark! agkdvoice. 

Proclaims the people's choice. 

Chorus, fwitbin the Scenes^ 

He is our liege, our rightful lord! 
Of heart and tongue with one accord 

We all will iing 

Long live the king ! 
He is our liege! — he! — he alone! 
With British Heart he mounts the throne; 
Around him throngs a loyal band ; 
He will proted his Native Land ! 
He is our liege, &c. 

[TheMufes rife and put on their laurels* 

Calliope. 
The mufcs now their heads (hall raife ; 

The arts to life fliall fpring; 
Virgins, we'll trim oUr withered bayes. 

And wake each vocal firing; 
Now (hall the fculptor's happy (kill 

Touch the rude ftone to life ; 
The painter fhall his canvafs fill, 

Plcas'd with his mimic ftrifc. 
Clio. 
Sweet Mercy! Faith! Cjelestiaj. Truth! 
"^ow by yoMX aid the royal youth 
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Shall live the guardian of the laws; 
iDear Liberty! round Albion's ifle 
That bid'ft eternal funfhine {mile,' 

He now will guard your facred caufe* 
Apollo. 
Blcft Prince! whofe fubjefts in each adverfe hour 

For freedom ftill have flood I 
Bleft ifle ( whofe Prince but deems the fov'rcign pow'r^ 
The pow'r of doing good ! 
Mars. 
Now open all your Helicon ; explore 
Of harmony the loftieft ftore ; 
Let the drum beat alarms. 
Such as rouze us to arms ; 
The trumpet's (hrill clangor (hall pierce through the Iky I 
Swell tne rapture, fwell it high ; 
And in notes fublime and clear 
Pour Ae ftrong melody, that Heav'n may hear. 
Apollo. 
Nothing mortal will I found ; 
Lo ! the flame, the flame divine! 
High I mount, I quit the ground^ 
Holy fury ! I am thine. 
With rage pofTeft 
Big fwells toy breaft ! 
In vifions rapt, before my fight appcaw 
A brighter order of incieafing years. 
Mars. 
I fee the Rhine devolve his flood 
Doep-crimfon'd with the Gallic blood! 

K 2 Wtax^ 
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I hear, I hear the diftant roour 

Of rain on yon hoftik fhote ! 

I fee, young Prince, to ihcc I foe 

The fatrage Indtaa bend the kneef 

Lo! Afric from her fable kings 

Her richeft (tores in tribute brings ! 
Andfartheft Ind, beneath the rifing day 
J^f% down bar arms, and venerates thy fw;^y» 

CALLrOFE. 

I fee BeHona banifh'd far ! 
I fee him clofe the gates of war, 
Whik purple rage within 
With ghaftly Ire Ihall grin, 
? And rolling his Iterrific eyes. 

Where round him heaps of arms arife, 
Sound with a hundred brazen chabs. 
In vain fhaU foam, and thirft for fanguine plains* 

C L I &• 

Sweet peace retumsi 
O'er Albion's ions 

She waves her dove-like wing : 
On ev'ry plain 
The (hepherd train 

Their artlefs loves (ball fieg* 
Pale Discord Ih^fly 
From the light of the &yii 
To black Cocytus hurl'd; 

There, thtte fliaU fed 

Ixioi'f whed^ 

The 
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The furies with their ferpents curPd; 

With the Unccafing toil (haH gi;0Sm 
Of the unconquerable Hone* 

And leave in harmonx the firitifh world« 

A p o I, L p. 

Proceed great days; lead on th' aufpicious years; 
Such years ( — for lo! the fcene of fate appears !} 
Such yeais^ the Destinies have faid^ (hall roll; 
Jove nods confent, and thunder (bakes tb^ pole« 
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ARCADIA. A DRAMATIC PASTORAL. 
SCENE I. A 'View of the country^ - 
Shepherds and Sh e fh erd e s s i s. 

Chorus. 

SHEPHERDS, boxom, blithe and frec^ 
Now-« the time for jollity. 

S T L V I 4, 

AIR. 

Hither hafte, and bring along 
Merry tale and jocund fong 
To the pipe and tabor beat 
Frolic meafures with yoar feet. 
Ev'ry gift of time employ; 
Make the raoft of proffered joy. 
Pleafure hates the fcanty rules 
Portion'd out by dreaming fools^ 

Chorus* 
Shepherds, buxom, blithe and free 
Npw*8 the time for jollity. 

[A dance of Shepherds, iffc. 
Sylvia. 

RECITATIVE. 

Rejoice, ye happy fwains, rejoice ; 

It is the heart that prompts the voice. 
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Be forrow banifh'd far away; ' 
Thyrfis (hall make it holy-day, 
"Who at his name can joy fupprefs ? 
Arcadian-born to rule and blefs. 

Damon. 
And hark ! from rock to rock the found 
Of winding horn, and deep-mouth*d hounds 
Breaking with rapture on the car. 
Proclaims the blithforae Phoebe near : 
See where (he haftes with eager pace. 
To fpeak the joys that paint her face. 

SCENE II. Opem to a prof pea of rodu 
Huiftfrnen, Huntrefjes, ^c, coming down from them^ 

Phoebe. 
Hither I fpeed with honeft glee. 

Such as befits the mind that's free ; 

Your chearful troop, blithe youth, to join. 

And mix my focial joys with thine. 

Now may each nymph, and frolic fwain. 

O'er mountain deep, or level plain. 

Court buxom health, while jocund hom 

Bids echo wake the fluggard mom. 

AIR. 

When the morning peeps forth, and the zephyr's 
cool gale. 
Carries fragrance and health over mountain and dale; 
Up, ye nymphs, and ye fwains, and together we'll rove. 
Up hill, down the vaJley , by thicket or grove ; 

K4 "tNoKBL 
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Then follow with mc, where the welkin rcfonndi 
With the notes of the horns, and the cty of tbs 

hoi^nds. 

Let the wretched be flaves to ambition ai^d wealtlT^ 
^ All the bleffing we afk is the blefling of healthy 
So fhall innocence felf give a warrant to joys 
Ko envy difturbs^ no dependance deilroys. 
Then follow with mc, where the welkin rcfounds 
With the notes of the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 

O'er hill, dale, and woodland, with rapture we roam ; 
Yet returning, ftill find the dear pleafures at home ; 
Where the chearful good humour gives honefty grace. 
And the heart fpeaks content in the fmiles of the face. 
Then follow with me, where the welkin refounds 
With the notes of the horn, and the cry of the hounds, 

D A M ^ T A S. 

RECITATIVE. 

Small care, my friends, your youth annoys. 
Which only looks to prefent joys, 

Sylvia. 
Though the white locks of filver'd age^ 
And long experience hail thee fage; 
111 fuits it in this joy, to wear 
A brow fo over-hung with care. 
Better with us thy voice to raife. 
And join a whole Arcadia's praife, 

D A M i£ T A S. 

With you I joy that Thyrfis reigni 
TbfigaOfdian o'er bis native plaint : 
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Bat praiTc is fcanty to reveal 
The fpeaking bleffings all rouft fed. 

Damon. 
True, all muft feel — ^but thanklefs too ? 
Nor give to virtue, virtue's due ? 
My grateful heart fhall ever (hew 
The debt I need not Wulh to owe. 

AIR. 

That I go where I lift, that I fing what I pfeaft. 
That my labour's the price of contentment and eafe. 
That no care from abroad my retirement annoys^ 
That at home I can tafte the true family joys. 
That my kids wanton fafely o'er meadows and roekt, ' 
That my Iheep graze fecure from the robber or fox ; 
Thefe are bleflings I (hare with the reft, of the fwains. 
For it's Thyrfis who gave them, and Thyrfis main- 
tains. 

D A M ^ T A 8. 

RECITATIVE. 
Perifh my voice, if e'er I blame 
Thy duty to our guardian *s name! 
His aftive talents I revere. 
But eye them with a jealous fear. 
Intent to form our blifs alone. 
The generous youth forgets his own; 
Nor e'er his bufy mind employs 
To find a partner of his joys. 
So might his happy offspriivg own 
The virtues which their fire hath ikcwn. 
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AIR. 

With joy the parent loves to trace 
Refemblance in his children's face: 
And as he fornjs their docile youth 
To walk the fteady paths of truth, 
Obferves them (hooting into men. 
And lives in them life o'er again* 

While aftive fons, with eager flame. 
Catch virtue at their father's name; 
When full of glory, full of age. 
The parent quits this bu fy ftage. 
What in the fons we moft admire, 
Calb to new life the honoured fire. 

Sylvia. 

RECITATIVE, 

O prudent Sage forgive the zeal 
Of thoughtlefs youth. With thee 1 feel. 
The glories now Arcadia (hares 
May but embitter future cares. 

Oh mighty Pan ! attend Arcadia's voice, 
Infpire, dired, and fandify his choice. 

AIR. 

So may all thy fylvan train. 

Dryad, nymph, and ruftic faun. 

To the pipe and merry ftrain. 
Trip it o'er the ru(ret lawn! 

May no thorn or bearded grafs 

Hurt their Ibotfteps as they pafs^ 
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Whilft in gambols round and round 
They fport it o'er the (haven ground! 

Though thy Syrinx, like a dream, 

Fljdng at the face of day, 
Vjini(h*d in the limpid ftream. 
Bearing all thy hopes away. 
If again thy heart fliould burn. 
In careffing, 
Bleft, and bleffing, 
May'ft thou find a wi(h*d return. 

Chorus. 

O mighty Pan ! attend Arcadia's voice, 
JiifpiiCj direct, and fanftify his choice. 

[^Jdaace of hunt/men and hitntrtjfa^ 

D A M iE T A S. 

RECITATIVE. 
Peace, ihepherds, peace, with jocund air. 
Which fpeaks a heart unknown to care. 
Young Delia haftes. The glad furprize 
Of rapture flalhing from her eyes. 

ENTER DELIA. 
Delia. 
AIR. 
Shepherds, ihepherds, come away | 
Sadncfs were a fin to-day. 



\Jt\ 



f^ LXOYD'S POEMS. 

Let the pipe's meriy notes aid the fldll of the voice ; 
For oux wifhes axe crown'd^ and our hearts (hall re- 
joice. 

Rejoice^ and be glad; 

For fure he is mad 
Who* where mirth and good humonr, and harmony's 

fonnd. 
Never catches the fmile* nor Iccs pleafure go round. 

Let the ftupid be grave, 

'Tis the vice of the flave 5 

But can never agree 

With a maiden like me. 
Who is bom in a country that's happy and free. 

D A M iS T A 6, 

RECITATIVE. 

What means thb rapture, Delia ? Shew 
Th* event ourbofoms bum to know. 

Delia. 
Now as I trod yon verdant fide. 
Where Ladon rolls its lilver tide. 
All gayly deck'd in gorgeous date, 
Sail'd a proud barge of richeft freight t 
Where fat a nymph, more frefh and fair 
Than bloffoms which the noorning air 
Steals perfume from; the modeft grace 
Of maiden blulh be^read her face. 
Hither it made, and on this ftrand 
Pour'd it's rich freight for fhephcrds' land. 
Ladon, for this, fmooth flow thy tide ! 
Tbeprecioui freight was Thyt&' bride. 



A R C A Dj I A* 141 

D A M ^ T A 8. 

RECITATIVE. 
Stop, (hcpherds, if aright I hear. 
The founds of joy proclaim them near : 
Let's meet them, friends, 1*11 lead the way; 
Joy makes me young again to-day. 

S C E N E in. 

A view ofihefea^ 'wtb a vtfil mi u diftoneet 
[Herefolloivs « Faftsud Fnc^fkn H tie nn/eddkg 

o/Tfyr/is.'} 

P R I B 8 T, 

RECITATIVE* 

Mighty Pan ! with tender care. 
View this fwain and virgin fair; 
May they ever thus impart 
Juft return of heairt for heart. 
May the pledges of their blifs 
Climb their knees to (hate the kifs. 
May their Heady blooming yoath> 
While they tread the paths of truth. 
Virtues catch from either fide. 
From the bridegroom and the bride. 

Chorus. 

May their fteady blooming youth. 
While they tread the paths of tnidi« 
Virtues catch from eidier fide. 
From the bridegroom and the briiku 
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AN EPISTLE TO MR. COLMAN, 

WMTTEM IN THE YEAR 1756. 

YOlT know, dear George, I'm none of thoie 
That condefcend to write in profe ; 
Infpir'd with pathos and fublime, 
I always foar«-in doggrel ihyme^ 
And fcarce can afk 70a how you doj 
Without a jbgling line or two. 
Befides, I always took delight in 
What bears the name of eajfy fwritmg; 
Perhaps the reaibn makes it pleafe 
Is, that I find it's writ .with eafe. 

I vent a notion here in private. 
Which public tafte can ne'er connive at. 
Which thinks no wit or judgment greater 
Than Addifon and his Spedlator, 
Who fays (it is no matter where. 
But that he fays it, I can fwear) 
With eajy 'verfe moft Bards are fmitten, 
Becaufe they think it's eaJy ^written ; 
Whereas the eafier il appears. 
The greater marks of care it wears ; 
Of which, to give an explanation. 
Take this by way of iUuftration : 
The fam'd Mat Prior, it is faid. 
Oft bit his nails, and fcratch*d his h^. 

And 
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And chang'd a thought a hundred times, 

Becaufe he did not like the rhymes. 

To make my meaning clear, and pleafe jc. 

In (hort, he laboured to write ea/^m 

And yet, no critic e'er defines 

His poems into laboured lines. 

I have a fimile will hit him ; 

His verfe, like clothes, was made to fit himj 

Which (as no Taylor e'er denied) 

The better fit, the more they're tried. 

Though I have mention'd Prior's name> 
Think not I aim at Prior's fame. 
'Tis the refult of admiration 
To fpend itfelf in imitation ; 
If imitation may be faid. 
Which is in me by nature bred. 
And you have better proofs than tbeie. 
That I'm idolater of ea/e. 

Who, but a madman, would engage 
A Poet in the prefent age ? 
Write what we will, our works be(peak nf 
ImitatoreSf fei^vum Fecus, 
Tale, Elegy, or lofty Ode, 
We travel in the beaten road : 
The proverb ftill fticks clofely by us, 
Nildi^um, quod non diSum prius. 
The only comfort that I know 
Is, that 'twas faid an age ago. 
Ere Milton foar'd in thought fublimc. 
Ere Pope refin'd the chink of rhyme. 
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Ere Colman v(to^ in ftik fo pure. 

Or the great TWO the Connoisseur) 

Ere I burl(;fq«'d the rural cit. 

Proud to hedge in my fcraps of wit. 

And happ7 in the clofe connexion, 

T' acquire fome name from their reHexion; 

So (the fimilitude is trite) 

The moonflill (hines with borrowed light« 

And, like' the race of modem beaux. 

Ticks with the fun for her lac'd clothes* 

Methinks there is no better time 
To (hew the ufe I make of rhyme. 
Than now, when I, who from beginnmg 
Was always fond of couplet-finning, 
Prefuming on good-nature's fcorc. 
Thus lay my bantling at your door. 

The firft advantage which I fee. 
Is, that I ramble loofe and free : 
The Bard indeed full oft complains. 
That rhymes ^xt fetters ^ links ^ and xhaint^ 
And when tie wants to leap the fence* 
Still keep him pris'ner to the (enfe. 
Howe'er in common-place he rage. 
Rhyme's like yoMV fetters on ihtftage. 
Which when the player once hath wore. 
It makes him only flrut the more. 
While, raving in pathetic ftrains. 
He (hakes his legs to clank his chains. 

From rhyme; as from a handfome face, 
Nonfcnfe acquires a kind of grace ; 
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I therefore give it all its fcopc, " • ^ 

That fenfe may unperceiv'd elope:. . ' i T 

So minifters of bafcft tricks . ,.T 

(Iloveaflingat/tf//>/Vij) . .C' T 

Amufe the nation, court, and king, ,.• , , 

With breaking Fowke, andhangingByng;^ -. 

And make each /iioipr rogue a prey» 

While they, the ^r^'tf/^r flink ^way^ 

This fimile perhaps would ftrike. 

If matched with fomething more alike; 

Then take it drefs'd a fecond time 

In Prior's eafe, and my fublime. 

Say, did you never chance to meet 

A mob of people in the ftreet. 

Ready to give the robb'd relief. 

And all in hade to catch a thief. 

While the fly rogue, who filch'd the prey, I 

Too clofe befet to run away. 

Stop thief I Hop thief! exclaims aloud. 

And fo efcapes among the croud ? 

SoMinifters, &c. 

O England, how I mourn thy fate I 
For fure thy lofTes now are great ; 
Two fuch, what Briton can endure, 
Minorca and the Connoiifeur! 

To-day, before the fun goes down. 
Will die the Cenfor, Mr, Town ! 
He dies, whoe'er takes pains to con him. 
With blufhing honours thick upon him; 
Voj^LXVUI. L Q^l 
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O may his name thefe verfei favt» 
Be thefe infcrib'd appa im gmvcl 

Know, reader^ that on Tharfday died 
The Connoisseur^ a fuicidc! 
Yet think not that h» fool is (led. 
Nor rank hma 'moi^^ the vulgar dead, 
Howe'er defundl you fet him down^ 
He's onty/fltnr^ ma ol Tkmh 



TILS 
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THE PUFF. 

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN THE BOOKSELLSH 
AND AUTHOR, 

BOOXSELLBH. 

MUSEUM, fir! that's not enough. 
New Works, we know, xequiie a PofF; 
A title to entrap the eyes. 
And catch the reader by furprixe: 
As gaudy figns, which hang befoxe 
The tavern or the alehoufe door. 
Hitch every pafler's obfervation. 
Magnetic in their invitation* 
—That Shakspeare is prodigious fine! 
Shall we flep in, and tafte the wine? 
Men, women, honfes, horfes, books^ 
All borrow credit from their looks* 
Externals have the gift df ftriking» 
And lure the fancy into liking. 

Author. 
Oh! I perceive the thing you meao-^i 
Call it S/» Jameses Magtnsim, j 

Bookseller. 
Or the iVlfw Britijh^ 

Author. 

Oh! no more» 
One name^s as good as half a fccve. 
And titles oft give northing kfi 
Than what liaty ftaringfy profefi* 

L 2 ^Em&ii^^ 
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Fuflbig» I grant, is all the mode ; 
The common hackney tan^ike load : 
But caftom is the blockhead's guide, 
/ihd fuch low arts difguft my pride* 
Saccefs on merit's force depends. 
Not on the partial voice of friends ; - 
Not on ^feemst that bully fin; 
But that PUfbicb paffetb Jhefw <wUhui: 
Which bids the warmth of friendfhip glow. 
And wrings convidion from a foe.— 
Deferve fuccefs, and proudly claim* 
t^ol fteal a paflage into fame. 

Bookseller, 
Your method, fir, will never do; 
You're right in theory, it's true. 
But then, experience in wr trade 
Says, there's no h|irm in fome parade* 
Soppofe we faid, by Mr* Uoyd I 

Author. 
The very thing I would avoid ; 
And would be rather pkas'd to own 
Myielf unknowing, and unknown: 
What could th' unknowing mufe exped* 
But information or negled? 
Unknown— |>erhaps her repptation 
Efcapes the tax of defamation. 
And wrapt in daiknefs, laughs unhurt. 
While eritk blockheads throw their dirt : 
But he who madly prints his name, 
JhvjtesUsfoc to takefoicaimi 
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Bookseller. 

True-^but a name will always bring 
A better fandion to the thing : 
And all your fcribbling foes are fach^ 
Their cenfure cannot hurt you much s 
And^ take the matter ne'er fo ill, 
l£jou don't print it, fir, they wilL 
Author, 

Well, be it fo — that druggie's o'er— 
Nay, —this ftiall prove one fpur the more* 
Pleas 'd if fuccefs attends, if not, 
I've lurit my Ttamcy and made a blot, 

BOOKBLLER* 

But a good print. 

Author. 

The print ?. why there 
I truft to honeft Leach's care» 
What is't to me? in verfe or profe, 
I find the Huff*, you make the cloaths : 
Add paper, print, and all fuch drefsj 
Will lofe no credit from bis prefV. 

Bookseller* 
You quite miftake the thing I mean, 
— I'll fetch you, fir, a Magazine; 
You fee that pifture there — the Queen. 
Author. 
A dedication to her too ! 
What will not folly dare to do ? 
O days of art ! when happy (kill 
Can raife a likenefs whence it will ; 
^Wben portraits aJk DO Reynolds* aid. 
And queens and kings are ready made* 

L 3 ^^V 
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No, no, my friend, by helps like thefe, 
I cannot wifh my work fhould pleaie ; 
No pidares taken from die life. 
Where all proportions are at ibife ; 

No HUMMING-IIKO, no PAINTED FlOWER, 

No Beast juft landed in the Tower, 
No WOODEN Notes, no coloured Map> 
No Country-Dance Ihall ftop a gap; 
O Philomath, be not fcvere. 
If not one problem meets you here ; 
Where goffip A, and neighbour B, 
Fair, like good friends, with C and D; 
AndEFG, HI K join; 
And carve and incidental line 
Fall oat, fall in, and crofs each other, 
Jaft like a fifter and a brother. 
Ye tiny poets, tiny wits. 
Who friflc about on tiny tits. 
Who words disjoin, and fwcetly fing. 
Take one third part, and take the thing ; 
Then clofe the joints again, to frame 
Some Lady's, or fome City's name^ 
Enjoy your own, your proper Phoebus ; 
We neither make, nor print a Rebus, 
No Crambo, no Acrostic fine. 
Great letters lacing down each line; ' 
No ftrange Conundrum, no invention 
Beyond the reach of comprehenfion^ 
No Riddle, which whoe'er oatief , 
Chinu twelve Mys&UMs fox tht Tilixii» 
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Shall ftrive to pleafe you, st tii* txpence 
Of fimple tafte» and connbon ftaft, 

BOOKSBLLIR* 

Bat would not OrnamsrY p/0(kC6 
Some real grace, and proper ufe ? 
A Frontispibcb would have in wetgfat* 
Neatly engrav'd on copper-plate, 
. A u T n o A« 

Plain letter-prefs (hall do the ftit^ 
What need of foppery to be neat f 
The Pafte-board Guard ddig^ me mottp 
That ftands to watch a bun-^oufe door^ 
Than fuch a mockery of gracCj 
And ornament fo out of {dace* 

BOOKSBLLBR. 

But one word more, and 2 tunre donf*^ 
A Pate NT might infure its ran. 
A V T H o &. 

Patent ! for what t can pttentt give 
A Genius ? or make Uoddieads five f 
If fo, O hail the {^orioos plan I 
And buy it at what price yon cao* 
But what alas! will that avails 
Beyond the fro^ert^ of fale^ 
A property of little worth. 
If weak our produce at its birth. 
For fame, for honeft fame we ftrivCt 
But not to ftruggle half aliven 
And drag a raiferable beings 
lu end ftillfeasMigaad foxefisdng. 

L4 <*^ 
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Oh ! may the flame of gdiitts Uaze, 
Enkindled with the bxeath of praifef 
But far be ev'ry fruitlefe puflF, 
To blow to light a dying fnuC 

Bookseller. 
But fhould hot fomething» fir» be faid. 
Particular on ev*ry head? 
What your Originals will be. 
What infinite variety, 
Multum in Famjo^ as they fay. 
And fomething neat in every way ? 
Author. 

I wifh there could— but that depends 
Not on myfclf, fo much as friends. 
I but fet up a new machine. 
With hamefs tight, and fumifh'd clean ; 
Where fuch, who think it ho difgrace. 
To fend in time, and take a place, 
The book-keeper (hall minute down> 
And \ with pleafare drive to town. 

Bookseller. 

Ay, tell them that, fir, and then fay. 
What letters come in every day ; 
And what great Wits your care procures. 
To join their focial hands with yours* 
Author. 

What I muft I huge- propofals print. 
Merely to drop fome faucy hint. 
That real folks of real fame 
JVittgivc their worki^ and not thdt name ? 



— 1\m 



THE P U F I^. ,^, 

—This Puflf's of ufe, you fay— why let it. 
We'll boaft fuch friendfliip when we get it. 

BOOK^ELLBR, 

Get it ! Ah, fir, you do but jcft, 
YouTl have affiftance, and the beft. 
There's Churchill — ^wiU not Churchill lend 
AMance ? 

Author. 

Surely — to his Fr i e n o • 
Bookseller. 
And then your intereft might procure 
Something from either Connoisseur. 

CoLM AN and Thornton, both will join 
Their focial hand, to ftrengthen thine : 
And when your name appears in print. 
Will Garrick ne^er drop a hint? 

Author. 

True, I've indulg'd fuch hopes before. 
From thofe you name, and many more; 
And they, perhaps, again will join 
Their hand, if not afham'd of mine. 
Bold is the talk we undertake. 
The friends we wifh, the Work muft make : 
For Wits, like adjectives, are known 
To cling to that which Hands alone. 
Bookseller. 

Perhaps too, in our way of trade. 
We might procure fome ufeful aid: 
Could we engage fome able pen. 
To fumifh matter now and then ; 
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There's-— what's his name, fir ? wo«'d cofi^e^ 
And methodize the news mjfyie. 

Author. 
Take back your newfrnan whence he came. 
Carry yoar crutches to the lame. 

Bookseller. 

You muft enrich your bopk, indeed ! 
Bare Merit never willfucceed; 
Which readers are not now a-dajrs. 
By half fo apt to buy, as praife ; 
And praife is hardly worth purfuing. 
Which tickles authors to their ruin. 
Books (hift about, like ladies' drefs. 
And there's a falhion in foccefs. 
But could not Wc, IHos little Bajes, 
Anpies imaginary raife f 
And bid our generals take the field. 
To head the troops that lie conccal'd ? 
Bid General Ess at lead the ran. 
By — Oh ! the Style will (hew the man : 
Bid MtT/^r Science bokiappear. 
With all his pot-hooks in the rear. 
Author. 

True, true— our News, o^r Prose, our Rhymes, 
Shall (hew the colour of the times; 
For which moft falutary ends. 
We've fellow-foldiers, fellow-friends. 
For city, and for court affiurs. 
My lord duke's butler, and the mayor's. 
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For politics— eternal talkers. 
Profound obfervers, and park-walken. 
For plays, great aftors of renown, 
(Latdy or juft arriv'd in town) 
Or fome, in ftate of abdication. 
Of oratorial reputation ; 
Or thofe who live on fcraps and bits. 
Mere green-room wafps, and Temple wits ; 
Shall teach you, in a page or two. 
What G ARRi c K fhoold, or (hould not do« 
Trim poets from the Cit^ deik, 
Deq> vers'd in rura/ pi^refqoe. 
Who minute down, with wond'roos pains. 
What Ri D E r's Almanack contains 
On flow'r and feed, and wind, and weather. 
And bind them in an Ode together; 
Shall through the feafons monthly fing 
Sweet Winter, Autumn, Summrr, Sfring. 
Bookseller. 
Ah, fir! I fee you love to jeft, 
I did but hint things for the beft. 
Do what you pleafe, 'tisj^osr d^gn. 
And if it fails, no blame is mine ; 
I leave the management to you. 
Your fervant, fir. 

Author. 

I'm youre,— Adicju 
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CHIT-CHAT. 

A^N IMITATION OF THE0CRITU»» 

Idyll. XV. Er^« n^«g*»o*, &c. 

Mrs. Brown. 

IS Miftrefs Scot at home, my dear? 
Servant. 
Ma'm, is it you ? I'm glad you're here. 
My Miffefi^ though refolv'd to wait. 
Is quite wt^atiettt'-^'tis fo late. 
She fancy *d you would not come down, 
—But pray walk in, Ma'm --Mrs. Brow n. 

Mrs. Scot. 
Your fervant. Madam. Well, I fwear 
I'd giv*nyou over— Child, a chair. 
Pray, Ma'm, be feated. 

Mrs. Brown. 

Lard ! my dear, 
I yow I'm almoft dead with fear. 
There is {ach/crougiftg and i\ic\ifqueeging^ 
The folks are all fo difobliging ; 
And then the waggons, carts and drays 
So clog up all thefe narrow ways. 
What with the buftle and the throng, 
I wonder how I got along. 
Befides the walk is fo immenfe^^ 
Not that I grudge a coach cxpencc. 
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But then it j ambles me to deaths 
—And I was always ihort of breath. 
How can you live fo far, my dear ? 
It's quite a journey to come here. . 

Mrs. Scot. 
Lard ! Ma*m, I left it all to Him, 
Hufbands you know, will have their whin. 
He took this houfe, — This houfe ! this den.-« 
See but the temper of fome men. 
And I, forfooth, am hither hurl'd. 
To live quite out of all the worldm 
Hufband, indeed! 

M R s. B R o w N« 

HiftI lower, pray. 
The child hears every word you fay. 
See how he looks — 

Mrs. Scot. 

Jacky, come here, . 
There's a good boy, look up, my dear* 
'Twas not papa we talk*d about. 
— Surely he cannot find it out. 

M r S. B R O W N. 

See how the urchin holds his hands. 
Upon my life he underftands. 
^—There's a fweet child, come, kifs me, come. 
Will Jacky have a fugar-plumb ? "^ 

Mrs. Scot. 
This Perfon, Madam (call him fo 
And then the child will never kaow) 
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From hoafe to houfe would ramMe ocit> 
And every night a dronken-boot* 
For at a tavern he will fpcnd 
His twenty (hillings with a friend. 
Your rabbits fricaifecd and chicken. 
With carious choice of dunty picking. 
Each night got leady at the Cr^wn, 
With port and punch to wafli 'em down. 
Would fcarcely ferve this belly-glutton, 
Whilft wrmuft ftarve on nautton, mutton. 

Mrs, B ft o w n. 

My good man, too — ^Lord blefs us ! Wives 
Aie bom to lead unhappy lives. 
Although his profici bring him clear 
Almoft two hundred pounds a year. 
Keeps me of caih fo fhort and bare. 
That / iave not agmm to fwear; 
Except my robe, and yellow fack. 
And this old luteftring on my back. 
-—But we've no time, my dear, to wafte. 
Come, Where's your cardinal, make hafte. 
The King, God bleb his mijefly, I fty. 
Goes to the houfe of lords to-day. 
In a fine painted coach and eighty 
And ridoi along in all his Sate* 
And then the QuEEM-^ 

Mft 8. Scot. 

Aye, Bye, jrou kaoWf 
Great folks can always make a (how, 

4 "Sw 
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But tell me, do— I've never fecii 
Her prcfcnt majefty, the Queen. 

M R s« B R o w N* 

Lard ! we've no time for talking now. 
Hark!-— one — two— three — 'tis uwghe I vow. 
Mrs. Scot. 

Kitty, my things,— FU foon havedone. 
It's time enough, you know, at^w. 
—Why, girl ! fee hpw the creatme &sad^l 
Some water here, to wafh my hands. 
—Be quick — ^why fure the gipfy fleeps! 
^Look how the drawling daudle creeps* 
That bafon there — ^why don't you pour. 
Go on, I fay — ^ftop^ flop— no more— 
Lud f I could beat the huffey down. 
She's pour'd it all upon my gown. 
—Bring me my ru£ks«-can'ft not miAd? 
And pin my handkerchief behind* 
Sure thou haft aukw;urdne& enough> 
Go — ^fetch my gloves, and fj|D» and m«4^ 
—Well, heav'n be prais'd— *this woric is doncw 
I'm ready now, my dear— let's nuw 
Girl,— put that bottle on the ihelf^ 
And bring me back the k^ yonrfcUl 
Mr 8. Btowii. 

That clouded filk becomes yoa much, 
I wonder how yon meet with foch. 
But you've a charming ttAe in dieA* 
What might it coftyoo. Madam.? 
Mits, Scot. 

Gucb. 
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Mrs* B k o w r. 

Oh! that's impofliblc-^for I 
Am in the world the worft to bay. 
Mrs. Scot, 

I never love to bargain hard« 
Five {hillings, as I think, a yard* 
—I was afraid it fhould be gone— 
'Twas what I'd fet my heart upon* 

M R s. B R o w N. 
Indeed you bargain'd with fqcceis^ 
For its a mod: delightful drefs. 
Befides, it fits you to a hair. 
And then 'tis flop'd with fuch an air, 

Mrs. Scot. 
I'm glad yoa think fo,— JT/z/f , here> 
Bring me my cardinal, my dear. 
Jacky, my love, nay don't you cry, 
Takcj'w a^roa^f— indeed not I; 
For all the Bugaboes to fright ye-^ 
Befides, the naughty horfe will bite ye ; 
With fuch a mob about the ftreet, 
Blefs me, they'll tread you under feet. 
Whine as you pleafe, I'll have no blame. 
You'd better blubber^ than be lame. 
The more you cry, the lefs you'll— — 
——Come, come then, give mamma a kifi, 
Kitty, I fay, here take the boy. 
And fetch him down $h^ laft new toy. 
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Make him as merry as you can^ . . 

—There, go to Kitty — there's a man. 
Call in the dog, and (hut the door. 
Now, Ma'm. 

Mrs. Brown. 
Oh Lard! 
Mrs. Scot. 

Pray go before. 
Mrs* Brown* 
I can't indeed, now. 

Mrs. Scot. 

Madam, pray. 
Mrs. Brown. 
Well then, for once, I'll |ead the way. 

Mrs. Scot. 
Lard ! what an uproar I what a throng! 
How (hall we do to get along ? 
What will become of us ?— look here. 
Here's all the king's horfe-guards, ray dear. 
Let us crofs over — hafte, be quick, 
—Pray fir, take care — ^your horfe will kick. 
He'll kill his rider— he's fo wild. 
^I'm glad i did not bring the child. 
Mrs. Brown. 
Don't be afraid, my dear, come on. 
Why don't you fee the guards are gone ? 
Mrs. Scot. 
. Well, I begin to draw my breath ; 
But I was almoft fcar*d to death 

Vol. LXVUI. M ^^^ 
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For when a horfe rears Dp and captft^ 
It always puts me in the vapours* 
For as I live,— nay, don't you laugh, 
I'd rather fee a toad by half. 
They kick and prance, and look fo bold. 
It makes my very blood run cold. 
But let's go forward— come, be quick. 
The crowd again grows vaftly thick. 
Mrs. B It o w If • 
Come you from Palace-yard^ old danae ? 
Old Woman. 
Troth, do I, my y^ung ladies, why? 

Mrs. B r o w k» 
Was it much crottded when you came ? 
M R ^ Scot, 
And is his majefty gone by \ 

Mrs. B It o w n. 
Can we get in, old lady, pray 
To fee him r(kit himfelf to-day? 
Mrs. S c o t. 
Can you direft us, dame ? 

Old Woman, 

Endeavour, 
Troy could not ftahd a fiege for ever. 
By frequent trying, Troy was won. 
All things, by trying, may be done, 
Mrs. Brown. 
Go thy ways, IVovtrbs— 'Well Ihe's gont— 
SbsiH wc turn back, or renttixt on t 
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Look how the folks prefs on befofe. 
And throig impatient at the door. 
M R 8. S c o T* 

Perdigipus! I can hardly ftand» 
Lord blefs me, Mrs, Brown, your hand; 
And you, my dear, take hold of hew. 
For we muft ftick as clofe as burrs. 
Or in this racket, noife and pother. 
We certainly (hall lofe each other. 
— »-Good God ! my cardinal and fack 
Are almoft torn from off my back. 
Lard, I (hall faint — Oh Lud — ^my brcaft— 
I'm crufh'd to atoms, I proteft. 
God blefs me — I have dropt my fan, 
—Pray did you fee it, honcfl man ? 
Man. 

I, madam! no, — ^indeed, I fear 
You'll meet with fomc misfortune here. 
—Stand back, I fay— pray, fir, forbear— • 
Why, don't you fee the ladies there ? 
Put yourfelves under my direction. 
Ladies, I'll be your fafe protedtion. 
Mrs. Scot, 

You're very kind, fir; truly few 
Arehalf fo complaifant as you» 
We Ihall be glad at any day 
This obligation to repay. 
And you'll be always fure to meet 
A welcome, fir, in— Lard I the ftreet 



i<4 LLOYD*S POEMS. 

Bears fuch a name, I can't tell how 
To tell him where I live, I vow. • 

—Mercy! what's all this noife and ftir ? 
Pray is the Ki ng a coming, fir ? 

Man. 
No— don't you' hear the people (hout ? 
'Tis Mr. Pitt, '}\i^ going out. 

Mrs. Brown. 
Aye, there he goes, pray heav'n blefs him ! 
Well may the people all carefs him. 
-—Lord, how my hufband us'd to fit. 
And drink fucccfs to honeft Pitt, 
And hapy o'er his evening cheer. 
Cry, yon Ihall pledge this toaft, my dear. 

Man. 
Hift—filence— don't you hear the drumming ? 
Now, ladies, now, the King's a coming. 
There, don't you fee the guards approach? 

Mr s. Brown. 

Which is the King? 

M R 8. S c o t. 

Which is the coach ? 
Scotchman. 
Which is the noble Earl of Bute^ 
Geud-faith, I'll ^/ him a falute. 
For he's the Laird of aw our clan^ 
Trotbj he's a bonny mucUe man* 



Man. 
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Man. 
Here comes the Coach, fo very flow 
As if it ne'er was made to go. 
In all the gingerbread of ftatc, • 
And daggering under its own weight* 

Mrs. Scot, 
Upon my word, it's monftrom fine! 
Would half the gold upon't were mine ! 
How gaudy all the gilding (hews! 
It puts one's eyes out as it goes. 
What a rich glare of various hues. 
What fhining yellows, fcarlets, blues ! 
It muft have coft a heavy price ; 
'Tis like a mountain drawn by mice. 

Mrs. B r o w k. 
So painted, gilded, and fo large, 
Blefs me I 'tis like my lord mayor's barge* 
And fo it is — look how it reels I 
'Tis nothing elfe — a barge on wheels. 

Man. 
Large! it can't pafs St. James's gate. 
So big the coach, the arch fo ftrait. 
It might be made to rumble through 
And pafs as other coaches do. 
Could they a ^o//v-coachman get 
So moft prepofteroufly fit. 
Who'd undertake (and no rare thing) 
Without a head to drive the king. 

M 3 '^^\* 
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Mrs. Scot, 
Lard! what ave thoie two uglf things 
There^-with their hands upon the fprings^ 
filthy, as ever eyes behdd« 
With naked brealls, and faces fweU'd ? 
What could the faucy maker mean. 
To put fuch things to fright the Qu een ? 

Man. 
Oh ! they are Gods, Ma'm, which you {ee» 
Of the Marine Society, 
Tritons, which in the ocean dwell. 
And only rife to blow their (hell. 

Mrs. Scot. 
Gods, d*ye call thofe fiithy men? 
Why don't they go to fea again ? 
Pray, tell me, fir, you underftand^ 
What do thefe Tritons do on land ? 

Mrs. Brown* 
And what are they ? thofe hindmoft things. 
Men, fi(h and birds, with flelh, fcales, wings ? 

Man. 

Oh, they are Gods too, like the others^ 
All of one family and brothers. 
Creatures, which feldom come a-(hoie» 
Nor feen about the King before. 
Tor Show, they wear i^yelUmj Hme^ 
Tboirfrofer coloig: is TrMtAAm% 
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Mrs. Scot, 
Lord blefs us ! what's this noife about ? 
Lord, what a tumult and a rout! 
How the folks holla, hifs,. and hoot! 
Well— Heav*n preferve the Earl ofBute! 
I cannot ftay, indeed, not I, 
If there's a riot I ihall die. 
Let's make for any houfe we ean« 
Do — ^give ufi (helter, honeft man* 

Mrs. B r o w it. 
I wonder'd where you was, my dear, 
I thought I ihould have died with fear* 
This noife and racketing and hurry 
Has put my nerves in fuch a flurry I 
I could not think where you was goi^ 
1 thought rd loft you, Mrs. Se^; 
Where's Mrs. Tajff, and Mr. Grift P 
Lard, I'm fo glad we're all got iiu 
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A DIALOGUE 

BETWISPN THE AUTHOR AND HIS FRIEND, 

Friend* 

YOU fay, ** it hurts you to the foul 
To brook confinement or controul.** 
And yet will voluntary run 
. To that confinement you would (hun. 
Content to dredge along the track. 
With bells and harnefs on your back, 
Alas! what genius can admit 
A monthly tax qn fpendthrift wit. 
Which often flings whole ftores away. 
And oft has not a doit to pay ! 
1— Give us a work,, indeed — of length— « 
Something which fpeaks poetic ftrength ; 
Is fluggifh fancy at a (land ? 
Nofcheme ofconfequence in hand? 
I, nor your plan, nor book condemn. 
Bat why your name, and why A* M? 
Author. 
Yes-i-it ftands forth to public view 
Within, without, on white* on blue. 
In proper, tall, gigantic Letters, 
Not dafh'd— emvowell'd — like my betters. 
Ajid though it flares me in the face, 
JieBc^ noibamej bints no difgrace. 
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While thefc unlaboured trifles pleafe^ 
Familiar chains are worn with eafe. 
—Behold ! to yours and my furprize, 
Thefc trifles to a Volume rife. 
Thus will you fee me, as I go. 
Still gathering bulk like balls of fnow^ 
Steal by degrees upon your fliclf. 
And grow a giant from an elf. 
The current ftudies of the day. 
Can rarely reach beyond a Play : 
A Pamphlet may deferve a look. 
But Heav'n defend us from a Book ! 
A Libel flies on Scandal's wings. 
But works of length are heavy things, 
p— Not one in twenty will fucceed-^ 
Confider, fir, how few can read. 

Friend. 
I mean a work of merit—'^^ 

Author. 

True. 

Friend.] 
A msnoiTafte must buy. 

Author. 

Yes J— -You 
And half a dozen more, my friend. 
Whom your good Tafte ihall recommend. 
Experience will by fafts prevail. 
When argument and reafon fail j 
JThe Nuptials nqjv-r 

¥ 1.1 ^'^^^ 
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F R I B N D. 

Whofe nuptials, fir l^ 
Author. 
A Poet's— ^did that poemjlir? 
No — fixt— tho* thoofand readers pafs. 
It ftill looks through its paneof glafs. 
And feems indignant to exclaim 
Pafs on ye Sons of Taste, for (hamel 

While duly each revolving moon. 
Which often comes, God knows too foon^ 
Continual plagues my foul mokft. 
And Magazines difturb my reft. 
While fcarce a night I fteal to bed. 
Without a couplet in my bead. 
And in the morning, when I ftir. 
Pop comes a De^il, ** Copy fir." 
I cannot ftrive with daring flight 
To reach the bold P^rw^T^^/r Height ; 
But at it's foot, content to flray. 
In eafy unambitious way. 
Pick up thofe flowers the mufes fend. 
To make a nofegay for my friend, 
Jn fhort, I lay no idle claim 
To genius ftrong, and noify fame. 
But with a hope and wi(h to pleafe, 
I write, as I would live, with eafe, 

F R I s N D« 

But you muft have a fundj a minej 
Jxok, poems, lettersj 
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Not a line* 
And here, my friend, I reft fecnre ; 
He can't lofe much, who's always poor* 
And if, as now, through numbers fove^ 
This work with pleafure kept alive 
Can ftill its currency afford. 
Nor fear the breaking of its hoard. 
Can pay you, as at fundry times, 
Fory^y per Mag, two thoufand Rhimes, 
From whence (hould appreheniion grow, 
Thaty^y fhould fail, with richer Co \ 

No doer of a monthly gmb, 
Myfelf alone a learned cluh^ 
I aflc my readers to no treat 
Of fcientifick hajh'd-up meat. 
Nor feek to pleafe theatrick friends. 
With fcraps of plays, and odds and ends,-« 
Friend. 

Your method, fir, is plain enough ; 
And all the world has read your Puff *• 
Th* allufion's neat, expreffion clean. 
About your travelling Machine, 
But yet— it is a Magazine. 

Author* 

Why let it be, and wherefore (hame ? 
As Juliet fays, what's in a name ? 

♦ Sec the Pvrr. 
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Befides it is the way of trade , 
Through which all (cicnce is convey 'd. 
Thus knowledge parcels out her (hares ; 
The Court has hers, the Lawyers theirs. 
Something to Scholars fure is due, — 
Wliy not one Magazine for You ? 
Friend. 

That's an Herculean talk, my friend. 
You toil and labour — to offend. 
Part of your fcheme— a free tranflation« 
To Scholars is a profanation ; 
What! break up Latin! pull down Greek! 
(Peace to the foul of fir John.Cheeke !*) 
And (hall the gen'rous liquor run^ 
Broach'd from the rich Falerni an tun ? 
Will you pour out to EngUJb fwine. 
Neat as imported, old Greek wine?, 
Alas ! fuch beverage only fits 
Collegiate tailes, and claflic wits. 
A u T H o R, 

I feek not, with fatyrick ftroke, 
Toftrip the pedant of his cloak; 

No let him cull and fpout quotations^ 

And call the jabber, demon(lrations> 
Be his the great concern to (hew. 
If Roman gowns were tied or no + ; 

• The firft rcftorcr of Greek learning in England, 
f See Si G N I u s aa4 Ma )( v t I V s« 

Whether 
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Whether the Grecians took a (lice 
Four times a-day» or only tnvke^ 
Still let him work about his hole, 
Poor» bufy, blind, laborious mole ; 
Still let him puzzle, read, explain. 
Oppugn, remark, and read again. 

Such, though they wafte the midnight oil 
In dull, minute, perplexing toil. 
Not underftanding, do no good. 
Nor can do harm, not underftood* 

By fcholars, apprehend me right, 
I mean the learned, and polite, 
Whofe knowledge unaffedled flows. 
And fits as eafy as their cloaths ; 
Who care not though an ac or fed 
Mifplac'd, endanger Priscian's head; 
Nor think his wit a grain the worfe. 
Who cannot frame a Latin verle, ' 
Or give the Roman proper word 
To things the Romans never heard. 

*Tis true, except <imong the Greats 
Letters are rather out of date. 
And quacking genius, more difceming, 
ScoflPs at your regulars in learning. 
—Pedants, indeed, are learning's curfe. 
But Ignorance is fomething worfe : 
All are not blefl with reputation, 
Boiltonthe want of Education, 
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And fome, to letters duly bred. 
Mayn't wjrite the worfe, becaufe they've read. 
Though books had better be unknown. 
Than not one thought appear our own ; 
As fome can never (peak themfelires. 
Bat through the authors on their (helves, 
Whofe writing fmacks too much of reading. 
As affectation fpoils good breeding. 
Friend, 
True; bat that fault is (eldoxn known. 
Save in your bookifh college drone* 
Who, con(buit (as IVe heard them ^) 
Study their fourteen hours a-day. 
And fquatting clofe, with dull attention. 
Read themfelves out of apprehenfion ; 
Who fcarce can wafh their hands or face. 
For fear of lofing time, or place. 
And give one hoar to meat and drinkj 
But never half a one to think. 

Author. 
Lord ! I have feen a thoufand fucfa. 
Who read, or feem to read, too maclu 
So have I known, in that raiv place. 
Where Claffict always breed di(gnice, 
A wight, upon difcoverics hot. 
As whether flames have heat or not. 
Study himfelf, poor fceptic dunccj 
Into the very fire at once^ 



And 
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And clear the philofophic doubt. 
By burning all ideas out. 
Withfuch, eternal books, fucccffivc 
Lead to no fciences progreffive. 
While each dull fit of ftudy paft, 
Juft like a wedge drives out the Isft, 

From thefe I ground no expe^tion 
Of genuine wit, or free tranflation; 
But you miflake me, friend* Suppofe, 
(Tranflations are but modem cloaths) 
I drefs my boy — (for inftance fake 
Maintain thefe children which I make) 
I give him coat and breeches-— 
Friend. 

But not a bib and apron too I 
You would not let your child be (een> 
But dreft confident, neat, and clean* 
A tJ T M o R. 

So would I cloath a free tranflation^ 
Or as Pope calls it, imitation ; 
Not pult down authors from my (helf. 
To fpoil their wit, and plague myfelf^ 
My learning ftudious to difplay. 
And lofe their fpirit by the way. 
Friend* 

Your Horace now— e'en borrow thence 
His eafy wit^ his manly fenfe^ 



]•• 
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But let the Moralift convey * - * ■ t > .. i 
Things in the manners of to-jayj ' "' ' * V. 

Rather than that old'garb affumc, ' '■">=: ^* *** 
Which only fuits a man at Rome. *' " " 

Author.. 
Originals will always pleafe^ 
And copies too, if done with cafe# ^^ 

Would not old Plautus wi(h to wear, 
Turn'd Englijh hoft, an Englijh air. 
If Thornton, rich in native wit. 
Would make the modes and didion fit ? 
Or, as I know you hate to roam. 
To fetch an inftance nearer home ; 
Though in an idiom moft unlike, 
A fimilarity muft ftrike. 
Where both of fimpk nature fond. 
In art and genius correfpond ; 
And naive both (9II0W the phrafe 
Which no one J?»^/^ word conveys) 
Wrapt up their ftorics neat and clean, 
Eafy as — — .^— 

Friend. 

Denis's you mean* 
—The very man— not mere tranflation. 
But La Fontaiite by tranfinigratioiK • - 
Author. 
Authors, as Dr YD en's maxim runs * ' *^* 

Have what he calls poetic fons. 
Thus Mi l to n, more corre^y wijd, 
Wm jichcr Spenfer's laWfW child : 
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AndCHURCRiLL, got on all the iiiiie» 
Is Dry d e n 's heir in ev'ry line. 
Thas Denis proves his parents plaifi. 
The child of Ease^ and La Fontainb* 

Friend* 
His mufe^ indeed » the work fecuies. 
And a(ks our praife as much as yours; 
For> if delighted > readers too 
May pay their thanks* as well as you* 

But You, my friend (fo folks complain) 
For ever in this eafy vein. 
This profe in verfe* this meafur*d talk> 
This pace, that's neither trot nor walk. 
Aim at no flights^ nor ft rive to give 
A real poem fit to live. 

Author. 
(To critics no offence, I hope) 
Prior (hall live as long as Pop e. 
Each in-his manner fure to pleafe. 
While both have ftrength, and both have eafc; 
Yet though their various beauties ftrike. 
Their eafe, their ftrength is not alike. 
Both with confummate horfeman's (kill. 
Ride as they lift, about the hi/f{ 
But take, peculiar in their mode. 
Their favourite horfe, and favourite road* 

For me, once fond of author-fame. 
Now forc'd to bear its weight and (hamc. 
Vol. LXVin, N l\a.i^ 



178 LLOYD'S POEMS. 

I have no time Xo ran a race, 
A traveller's my only pace. 
They, whom their fteeds unjaded bear 
Around Hydepark, to take the air. 
May frilk and prance, and ride their fill. 
And go all pace3 which they will ; 
We, hackney tits— nay, never fmile. 
Who trot our ftage oi thirty mile, 
Muft travel in a conftant plan, 
And^un our journey, as we can. 
Friend. 
A critic fays, upon whofe fleeve 
Some pin more faith than you'll believe. 
That writings which as eafy pleafe. 
Are not the writings wrote with eafe. 
From whence the inference is plain. 
Your friend Mat Prior wrote with pain. 
Author. 
With pain perhaps he might correal. 
With care fupply each loofe defed. 
Yet fure,' if rhime, which feems to flow 
Whether its mafier will or no. 
If humour, not by (ludy fought. 
But rifing from immediate thought. 
Are proofs of eafe, what hardy name 
Shall e'er difputea Prior's claim! 

But ftill your critic's obfervation 
Strikes at no Poet's reputation. 



His 
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His keen reflexion only hits 
Your rhiming fops and pedling wits* 
As fome take ftifFnefs for a grace^ 
And walk a dancing*mafler's pace^ 
And others, for familiar air 
Miftake the flouching of a bear ; 
So fome will finically trim. 
And drefs their lady-mufe too prim^ 
Others, mere flovens in their pen 
(The mob of Lords and Gentlemen) 
Fancy they write with eafe and plcafurc. 
By rambling out of rhime and meafure. 
And, on your critic's judgment, thefe 
Write eafily^ and not with £as e« 

There are, indeed, whofe wiih purfues. 
And inclination courts the mufc; 
Who, happy in a partial fame, 
A while poffefs a poet's name. 
But read their works, examine fair, 
—Shew me invention, fancy there^ 
Tafle I allow ; but is the flow 
Of genius in them ? Surely, no. ^ 

'Tis labour from the claflic brain. 
Read your own Addison's Camfaigk, 

E'en he, nay, think me not ieveie, 
A critic fine, of Latin ear. 
Who tofs'd his claflic thoo^ts around 
With elegance on Roman ground, 

N % V^ 
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Joft fimmering with the ma{e*s flame 
Woos but a cool and fober dame ; 
And all his Engtijb rhimes exprefi 
Biit beggar-thoughts in royal drefs. 
In yer(e his genius feldom ghws, 
A PoBT'only in his /nj/^. 
Which rolls luxuriant^ rich« and chafte, 
Improv'd by Fancy, Wit, and Taftc. 

Friend. 
I taik yon for yourfdf, my friend, 
A fubjedl you Can ne'er defend. 
And you cajole me aB the while 
With difTertations upon ftile* 
Leave others wits and works alone. 
And think a little of your own. 
For Fame, Vhen all is iaid and done. 
Though a coy miftrefs, may be won ; 
And half the thought, and pains, and time, 
Tou take to jingle eaj^ rhime. 
Would makesm Ode, would vaskt a Plat, 
Poff^ into Englifh, Malloch's way, 
•— Stretd^ out your more Heroic feet. 
And wnte an Elegy complete* 
Or, not a more laborious talk, 
Gould yoa n6t pen a Clajpc Masque ? 

A V T H o &• 
With will at large, and uncloggM wings, 

I dorft not foar to foch &2^^ ^'^S'* 

Fof 
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For I, who have more phlegm than fire# 
Muft underfland, or not admire. 
Bat when I read with admiration* 
Perhaps Til write in Imitation. 

Friend. 
But bufinefs of this monthly kind« 
Need that t^one engrofs your mind* 
Affiftance muft pour in a^pace. 
New paflengers will take a place^ 
And dien yoar friends 

Author* 

Aye, they indeed. 
Might make a better woiic fucceed. 
And with the helps which they (hall give, 
I and the Magazine Ihall live. 

Friend. 
Yes, live, and eat, .and nothing more* 

Author. 
I'll live a$«-~Autbor» did bcfoxct 
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THE POET. 
AK Epistle to c. Churchill. 

iniT E L L— Ihall I wi(h you joy of fame, 
^ ^ That loudly echoes Churchill's name. 
And fets you on the Mufes* throne. 
Which right of conqueft made your own ? 
Or (hall I (knowing how unfit 
The world efteems a man of wit. 
That wherefoever he appears. 
They wonder if the knave has ears) 
Addrefs with joy and lamentation. 
Condolence and Congratulation, 
As colleges, who duly bring 
Their mefs of verfc to every king. 
Too economical in tafte. 
Their forrow or their joy to wafte : 
Mix both together, fweet and fow'r; 
And bind the thorn up with the ilow'r ? 

Sometimes 'tis Elegy, or Ode. 
Eptftle now's your only mode. 
Whether that ftyle more glibly hits. 
The fancies of our rambling wits. 
Who wince and kick at all oppreffion,' 
But love to draggle in digreilion ; 
Or, that by writing to the Great 
In letters, honours, oreftate. 



^t:. 
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We flip more eafy into fame. 

By clinging to another's name. 

And with their ftrength our weaknefs yoke. 

As ivy climbs about an oak ; 

As TuFT-HuNTERs will buzz and purr 

About a Fellow-Commoner, 

Or Crows will wing a higher flight. 

When failing round the floating kite. 

Whatever the motive, *tis the mode, - 
And I will travel in the road, ^ ' ' 

The faOiionable track purfue. 
And write my fimple thoughts to You, 
Juft as they rife from head or heart. 
Not marlhall'd by the herald Art, 

By vanity or pleafiirc led. 
From thirft of fame, or want of bread. 
Shall any ftart up fons of rhime 
Pathetic, East, or Sublime? 
— You'd think, to hear what Critics fay. 
Their labour was no more than play : 
And that, but fuch a paltry ftation 
Refleds difgrace on education, 
(As if we could at once forfake^ 
What education helps to make) 
Each reader has fuperior fkill. 
And can write better when he will. 

N4 \i. 
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In (hort, howe'er you toil and drudge. 
The world, the mighty world, is judge, 
And nice and fanciful opinion 
Sways all the world with ftrange dominion ; 
Opinion ! which on crutches walks, 
^d founds the words another talks. 

Bring me eleven Critics grown. 
Ten have no judgment of their own : 
But, like the Cyclops watch the nod 
Of fome informing mafter god: 
Or as, when near his latefl breath. 
The patient fain would juggle death. 
When Doctors fit in Consultation 
(Which means no more than converfation, 
A kind of comfortable chat 
•Mongft focial friends, on This and That, 
As whether ftocks get up or down. 
And tittle-tattle of the town ; 
Books, pidlures, politics, and news. 
Who lies with whom, and who got whofc) 
Opinions never difagree, 
Ofte doctor writes, ail take the fee. 

But eminence offends at once 
The owlifh eye of critic dunce. 
Dullness alarm'd, colleds her Force, 
And FoLLy fcreams till (he is hoarfe. 
Then far abroad the Libbl flies 
From all th' artiUeiy of lies. 
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Malice* delighted* flaps her wing* 
And Epigram prepares her fting. 
Around the frequent pellets whifUe 
From Satire, Ode, and pert Epistle ; 
While every blockhead ftrives to throw 
His (hare of vengeance on his fee : 
As if it were a Shrove-tide game* 
And cocks and poets were the fame. 

Thus fhould a wooden collar deck 
Some woe-full Tquirc's embarrafs'd neck* 
When high above the croud he ftands 
With equi-diftant fprawling hands* 
And without hat, politely bare* 
Pops out his head to take the air ; 
The mob his kind acceptance begs 
Of dirt* and ftones* and addle-eggs. 

O Genius I though thy noble IkiH 
Can guide thy Fegafm at will ; 
Fleet let him bear thee as the wind— 
Dullness mounts up and clings behind* 
In vain you fpur* and whip* and fmack* 
You cannot (hake her from your back. 

Ill-nature fprings as merit grow8> 
Clofe as the thorn is to the rofe. 
Could Herculaneum's friendly earth 
Give MiEVi us' works a fecond birth^ 
Malevolence* with lifted eyes. 
Would fandtify the noble prize. 

3 'Wcafc 
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While modem critics fhould behold 
Their near relation to the old^ 
And wondring gape at one another. 
To fee the likenefs of a brother* 

But with us rhimittg modems here. 
Critics are not the only fear ; 
The poet's bark meets (harper (hocks 
From other fands^ and other rocks. 

Not fuch alone who underfland, 
Whofe book and memory are at hand. 
Who fcientific (kill profefs. 
And are great adepts — more or kfi ; 
(Whether diftingui(h'd by degree. 
They write A. M. or iign ^. D* 
Or make advances fomewhat higher 
And take a new degree of 'Squ I R E.) 
Who read^our authors, Greek and Latin, 
And bring you ftrange quotations pat in. 
As if each Sentence grew more terfe 
From odds and ends, and fcraps of verfe ; 
Who with true poetry difpenfe, 
So f octal found fmts JimpU Jenfet 
And load one Letter with the labours. 
Which fhould be (har'd among its neighbours. 
Who know that thought produces pain. 
And deep reflexion mads the brain. 
And therefore f wife and prudent grown. 
Have no ideas of their own. 

But 
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But if the man of Nature fpeak. 
Advance their Bayonets of Grfei^ 
And keep plain fenfe at fuch a diftance^ 
She cannot give a friend affiftance« 
Not thefe alone in judgment rife. 
And (hoot at genius as it flies. 
But thofe who cannot^^//, will Talk, 
As women fcold^ who cannot walk. 

Your man of habit, who*s wound up 
To eat and drink, and dine and fup. 
But has not either will or pow'r 
To break out of his formal hour; 
Who lives by rule, and ne'er outgoes it ; 
Moves like a clock, atid hardly knows it ; 
Who is a kind of breathing being. 
Which has but half the pow'r of feeing ; 
Who ftands for ever on the brink. 
Yet dare not plunge enough to think,* 
Nor has one reafon to fupply 
Wherefore he does a thing, or why. 
But what he does proceeds fo right. 
You'd think him always guided by't ; 
Joins poetry and vice together 
Like fun and rain in April tweather. 
Holds rake and wit as things the fame. 
And all the difference but a Name* 



A Rake! Alas! how many wear 
The brow of mirth, with heart of care! 
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The dcfpcratc wretch reflexion flies. 

And (huns the way where madnefs lies« 

Dreads each increafing pang of grief. 

And runs to Folly for relief. 

There, *midft the momentary joys 

Of giddy mirth and frantic noife. 

Forgetful NESS, her eldeft born. 

Smooths the World's hate, and blockhead's fcom* 

Then Pleasure wins upon the mind. 

Ye C A R E s, go whittle to the wind ; 

Then welcome frolic, welcome whimi 

The world is all alike to i&/V». 

Diftrefs is all in apprehenfion ; 
It ceafes when 'tis paft prevention : 
And happinefs then prefles near. 
When not a hope's Irft, nor a fear. 
—But you've enough, nor want my preaching. 
And I was never form'd for teaching. 

Male prudes we know, (thofc driv'ling things) 
Will have their gibes, and taunts, and flings. 
How will the fober Cit abufe. 
The fallies of the Culprit mufe; 
Te her and Poet fhut the door— 
And whip the beggar, with his whore ! 

Poet! — a Fool! a Wretch! a Knave! 
A mere mechanic dirty flavel 
What is his verfe, but cooping fenfe 
Within an arbitrary fence I 
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At beft* but ringing that in rhirne, 

V^hich profe wouldfay in half the time ? 

Meafure and numbers ! what are thofe 

But artificial chains for profe ? 

Which mechanifm quaintly joins 

In parallels of fee-faw lines. 

And when the frilky wanton writes 

In Pindar's (what d'ye call *em)— flights 

Th' uneven meafure, fhort and tal!» 

Now rhiming twice ^ now not at ail. 

In curves and angles twirls about^ 

Lik6 Cbine/e rtdlhig, in and out. 

Thus when youVe laboured hours on houn> 
Cuird all tht fweets, cuU'd all the jfowVx, 
The churl, whofe dull imagination 
Is dead to every fine fenfation. 
Too grofs to rdifh nature's bloom^ 
Or tafte htxJtmfU rich perfume. 
Shall call them by 9a ufeleis ftuff. 
And fly with keennefi to his<«-*(ha£ 

Look round the world, not one in ten« 
Thinks Poets good,vOr honeft men* 

•Tis true their condud, not o'er nice^ 
Sits often loofe to eafy vice. 
Perhaps their Temperamce will not pals 
The due rotation of the glaft i 

And 
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And gravity denies 'cm pow'r 

T* unpeg their hats at fuch an hour. 

Some vices muft to all appear 
As conftitutional as Fear; 
And every Moralift will find 
A ruling paifion in the mind : 
Which, though pent up and barricado'd 
Like winds, where Mohis bravado'd ; 
Like them, will Tally from their den. 
And raife a temped now and then ; 
Unhinge dame Prudence from her plan^ 
And ruffle all the world of man. 

Can authors then exemption draw 
From nature's, or the common law? 
•They err alike with all mankind. 
Yet not the fame indulgence find. 
Their lives are more confpicuous grown. 
More talk'd of, pointed at, and fhewn* 
Till every error feems to rife 
To Sins oimo^ gigantic fize. 

Thus fares it ftiU,. however hard. 
With every wit, and ev'ry bard. 
\ii& publick writings, pri*vate life. 
Nay more, his mUlrefs, or his wife. 
And ev'rj- focial, dear connexion, 
Muft bear a critical difle£lion; 



While 
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While /rr^»<// connive, and rivals hate. 
Scoundrels traduce, and blockheads bait* 
Perhaps you'll readily admit 
There's danger from the trading wit. 
And dunce and fool, and fuch as thofe^ 
Muft be of courfe the poet's foes : 
But fure no fober mai^ alive. 
Can think xh2X friends yfoxM e'er cotmivem 

From juft remarks on earliel time. 
In the firft infancy of rhime. 
It may be fairly uriderftood 
There were two fefts— the Bad, the Good» 
Both fell together by the ears. 
And both beat up for volunteers. 
By intereft, or by birth allied, 
' Numbers flockM in on either fide. 
Wit to his weapons ran at once, . 
While all the cry was ** down with Dunce!" 
Onward he led his fecial bands. 
The common caufe had join'd their hands. 
Yet even while their zeal they fhow. 
And war againft the gen'ral foe, 
Howe'er their rage flam'd fierce and cruel. 
They'd ftop it all to fight a duel. - 
And each cool wit would meet his brother. 
To pink and tilt at one another. 

Jealous of every puff of fame. 
The idle whift'ling of a name, 

# The 
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The property of half a Kne, 
Whedier a comma's yoar*8 or minej 
Shall make a Bard a Bard engage. 
And ihake the friendfhip of an age. 
Bat diffident and modeft wit 
Is always ready to fabmit; 
Fearful of prefs and publication, 
Confults a brother's obfervation. 
Talks of the maggot of his brains. 
As hardly worth the critic pains ; 
'* If ought difgufts the fenfe or ear, 
•• You cannot^ fir, be tjoofpvere. 
•« Expunge, corrcft, do what you will, 
'* I leave it to fuperior Ikill; 
" Exert the office of a friend, 
'• You may oblige, but can't offend.** 

This Bard too has his private clan. 
Where He\ the great, the only man* 
Here, while the bottle and the bowl 
Promote the joyous flow of foul, 
(And fenfe of mind, no doubt, grows ftronger 
When failing legs can ftand no longer) 
Emphatic judgment takes the chair. 
And damn8«about her with an air. 
Then each, felf-puff'd, and hero grown» 
Able to cope with hods alone, 
Drawcanfir like, his murders blends, 
Ixril flays his foes, and then his/nW/» 



While 
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While your good word, or coaver£idoo» 
Can lend a brother reputation ; 
While verfe or preface quaintly penn'd. 
Can raife the confequence of friend. 
How vifible the kind affedion ! 
How clofe the partial fond conne^on ! 
Then He is quick, and Fm difceming. 
And / have wit, and He has learning. 
My judgment's ftrong, and His is chafte ; 
And Both — ay Both, are men of taftc. 

Should^ou nor ileal nor borrow aid. 
And fet up for yonrfclf in trade, 
Refolv'd imprudently to fhow 
That 'tis not always Wit and Co. 
Feelings, before unknown, arife. 
And Genius looks with jealous tytSm 
Though thoufands may arrive at fame. 
Yet never take one path the fame. 
An Author's vanity or pride 
Can't bear a neighbour by his fide. 
Although he but delighted goes 
Along the track which nature fhows. 
Nor ever madly runs aftray. 
To crofs his brother in his way. 
And fome there are, whofe narrow minds. 
Centered in felf, felf always blinds. 
Who, at a friend's re-echoed praife. 
Which their own voice confpir'd to raife. 

Vol. LXVIII. O ShaU 
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Shall be more d«ep dad inly hart. 
Than from a foe's infulting dirt* 

And fome, too timid to reve^ 
That glow of heart, and forward zeal. 
Which words are fcanty to exprefs. 
But friends muft fed from friends* fucceis. 
When full of hopes and fears, the Mufe, 
Which every breath of praife purfues, 
Wou'd open to their free embrace. 
Meet her with fuch a blading face. 
That all the brave imagination. 
Which feeks the fun of approbation. 
No more its early blofToms tries. 
But carls its tender leaves, and dies* 

Is there a man, whofe genius ftrong, 
Kolls like a rapid ftream along, 
Whofe Mufe, long hid in chearlefs night. 
Poors on us like a flood of light, 
Whofe adting compreheftfive mind 
Walks Fancy's regions, unconfin*d ; 
Whom, nor the furly fenfe of pride. 
Nor afiedation, warps afide; 
Who drags no author from his (helf. 
To talk on with an eye to felf ; 
Cardefs alike, in conveHation, 
Of cenfure, or of approbation ; 
Who fredy thinks, and freely fpeaks. 
And meets the Wit be never fecks; 



Whofe 
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Whofc rcafon calm, and judgment cooU 
Can pity:, but not b^te a fool; 
Who can a hearty praife beftow> 
If merit fparkles in a foe ; 
Who bold and open, firm and true. 
Flatters no friends — ^yet loves them too : 
Churchill will be the laft to know 
His is the portrait^ I would 9iow« 
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THE TWO RUBRIC POSTS, 

A DIALOGUE. 

TN Ruffel-ftreet, cnfucd of late, 

^ Between two pofts a ftrange debate. 

p— Two pofts — aye pofts— for pofts can jpeak. 

In Latm, Hetre*w, French or Greek, 

One Rabric thus addrefs^d the other : 
«« —A noble fitnation^ brother, 
«« With authors lac'd from top to toe, 
<< Methinks we cut a taring (how, 
«• The Dialogues of famous dead *, 
«« You know how much they're bought and read. 
«* Suppofe again we raife their ghofts, 
" And make them chat through us two pofts ; 
«' A thing's half finiih'd well begun, 
*< So take the authors as they run. 
** The lift of names is 4^hty fine, 

** You lock down this, and I that line. 

•* Here's Pope and Swift, and Steele and Gat, 

•* And CoNG&EVE, in the modern way. 

«* Whilft you have thofe, I cannot fpeak, 

•' But found moft wonderful in Greet. 

** —A Dialogue — I fhould adore it, 

'' With fuch a (how of names before it.'* 



« By Lord Lyttsltm. 

•* Modem, 
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'* Modem, your jadgmcnt wanders wide/* 
The antient Rubric fUrait reply'd* 
•• It grieves me much, indeed, to find 
'* We never can be of a mind, 
'* Before one door, and in one ftreet^ 
'* Neither ourfelves nor thoqghts can niect« 
•* And we, as brother oft with brother, 
** Are at a diftance from each odier. 
** Suppofe among the Uttered dead, 
*' Some author (hould ered his head, 
** And darting from his Rubric, pop 
*• Direftly into Davks* fhop, 
** Turn o'er the leaves* and look about 
** To find his own opinions out; 
'* D'ye think one author out often 
•* Would know his fentiments agcn ? 
•• Thinking, your authors differ lefs in, 
•« Than in their manner of expreffing. 
•* 'Tis ftile which makes the writer known, 
** The mark he fets upon his own. 
** Let CoNGREVE fpeakasCoNGREVE writ, 
*' And keep the ball up of his wit % 
•* Let Swift be Swift, nor e'er demean 
<' The fenfe and humour of the Dean* 
" E'en let the antients reft in peace, 
•* Nor bring good folks from Rome or Greta 
** To give a caufe for pail tranfadions, 
•* They never dreamt of in their actions. 
•« I can't help quibbling, brother poft, 
«* *Twcic better we Ihould kj the ghoft, 
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** Bat 't««e ft ti^ of xtal metit 

'< Coold we contrive t6 Iftife Uldt SfMi. 

** ?eaLce, brother, peace, thoo^ what foa hy, 
** I own has reaibn in its wmy, 
«< On DiabgMB to bttur lb htid, 
*< Is playing with adangeroof card; 
** Writers of rank ait (acred things, 
'* And cmfh likearbitnuj kings. 
** Perhaps your fentiment is right, 
«* Heav'n grant wc may not fuficr by't. 
** For (hould friend Davibs dverii^tf> 
<* Hell pablilh oiits another year.** 
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THOU G H winter its defolate train 
Of froft and of texnpeft mxy bring. 
Yet Flora (leps forward again. 
And nature rejoices in fpring. 

Though the fun in his glories decictft. 
Of his beams in the evening isftoni. 

Yet he riies with joy from the efft« 
And repairs them again in the mom. 

But what can youth's funfhine recall. 
Or the blofToms of beauty reftore ? 

When its leaves are beginning to fall. 
It dies, and is heard of no more« 

The fpring-time of love then employ, 
'Tis a leflbn that's eafy to learn. 

For Cttfid's a vagrant, a boy. 
And his feafons will never retanu 
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Q H A L L I, from worldly friends eftrang*d, 
^ Embittcr'd much, but nothing chang'd 
In that AffedHon firm and true. 
Which Gratitude excites to You ; 
Shall I indulge the Mafe, or ftifle 
I'his meditation of a trifle ? 

But you, perhaps, will kindly take 
The trifle for th6 Giver's fake. 
Who only pays his grateful Mite, 
The juft acknowledgment of Right, 
As to the Landlord duly fent 
A pepper-corn fhall pafs for rent. 

Yet Trifles often (hew the Man, 
More than his fettled Life and Plan : 
Thefe arc the ftarts of inclination ; 
Thofe the mere glofs of Education, 
Which has a wond'rous knack at turning 
A Blockhead to a man of Learning ; 
And, by the help of form and place. 
The child of Sin to babe of Grace. 
Not that it alters Nature quite. 
And fets perverted Reafon right. 
But, like Hypocrify, conceals 
The Ycry paJSons which Ihe feels ; 

And 
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And claps a Vizor on the face. 
To hide us from the World's difgrace. 
Which, as the firft Appearance ftrikes. 
Approves of all things, or diflikes. 
Like the fond fool with eager glee. 
Who fold his all, and put to fea, 
Lur'd by the calm which feemed to fleep 
On the fmooth furface of the Deep; 
Nor dreamt its waves could proudly rife. 
And tofs up mountains at the ikies* 

Appea&ai^cb is the only thing, 
A King's a Wretch, a Wretch a King. 
Undrefs them both — You King, Cappok 
For once you wear the beggar's cloaths j 
Cloaths that will take in every air ; 
— Blefs me ! they fit you to a hair. 
Now you. Sir Vagrant, quickly doa 
The robes his Majefty had on. 
And now, O World, fo wond'rous wife. 
Who fee with fuch difcerning cyts. 
Put obfervation to the Stretch, 
Come — which is King, and which is Wretch ? 

To cheat tint's World, the hardeft talk 
Is to be conftant to our Ma(k. 
Externals make direct iropreffions 
And maiks are worn by all Piofeffions. 

What need to dwell on topics ftale ? 
Of Parfons drunk with wine or ale ? 
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Of Lawyers, who with face of brafs. 

For learned Rhetoricians pafs ? 

Of Scientific Dodors big. 

Hid in the pent-houfe of their wig ? 

Whofe converfation hardly goes 

Beyond half words, and hams! and Oh's! 

Of Scholars, of faperior Taftey 

Who cork it ap for fear of wafte. 

Nor bring one bottle from their fhelvcs^ 

Bat keep it always for themfdves ? 

Wretches like thtfe» my Son! difdatnsj 
And doubts their hearts as well as brains* 
Suppofe a Neighbour (hould defiie 
To light a candk at your fire. 
Would it deprive your flasM of Lights 
Becaufe another profits by't ? 

But Youth muft often pay its coart» 
To thefe great Scholars, ly report. 
Who live on hoarded rq>iitali<m. 
Which dares no rifque of ConFerfadon, 
And boaft within a ftote of Knowledge^ 
Sufficient, blefsus! for a College, 
But take a prudent care, no doubt. 
That not a grain (hall ftraggle out; 
And are of Wit too nice and fine* 
To throw their Pearl and gold to S<wmi 
And therefore, to prevent deceit. 
Think every Man a Hog ibcf moett 
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Thefe may perbajM ai Scholan fhine. 
Who hang tbem/ehes out for a Si^. 
What iignifies a Lidti^B fldii» 
If it conceals an Mi within ? 
K thou'rt a lidti^ prithee roar j 
If Afs — ^bray once« and ftalk noiHottt; 
In Words as well as Looks be wiic» 
Silence is Folly in Difguife; 
With fo much Wifdom bottled up^ 
Uncork^ and give your friends a filp. 

What need your nothings thus to fiive ? 
Why place the Dial in the Gnn/et 
A fig for Wit and Reputation^ 
Which fneaks from all Communication* 
So in a poft-bag, cheek by jole^ 
Letters will go from pole to pok» 
Which maj contain a wond'rous deal ; 
But then they travel under feal^ 
And though they bear your Wit aboutj 
Yet who (hall ever find it ont^ 
Till trufty Wax foregoes its ufe. 
And fets imprifon'ci meaning loofe ? 

Yet idle Folly often deems 
What Man muft be frotn what he ftems; 
As if, to look a dwelling o'erj 
You'd go no farther than the Door. 



Mark yon round Barfon, fat and ileck^ 
Who preaches only once a Week» 
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Whom Claret^ Sloth, and Vcn'fon join 
To make an orthodox Divine ; 
Whofe Holinefs receives its beauty 
From Income large, and little Duty ; 
Who loves the Pipe, the Glafs, the Smock^ 
And keeps — a Curate for his Flock. 
The world, obfequious to his nod« 
Shall hail this oily man of God, 
While the poor prieft, with half a fcoie 
Of prattling bfants at his Door, 
Whofe fober Wiftics ne'er regale 
Beyond the homely jug of Ale, 
Is hardly deem'd companion fit 
For Man of Wealth, or Man of Wit, 
Though leam'd perhaps and wife as He 
Who figns with flaring S. T. P. 
And full of facerdotal Pride, 
Lays God and Duty both afide. 

•* This Curate, fay you, leam'd and wife ! 
*« Why does not then this Curate rife ?" 

This Curate then, zX. forty-three^ 
(Yean which become a Curacy) 
At no great mart of Letters bred. 
Had ilrange odd notions in his head. 
That Parts, and Books, and ApplicatioDj 
Fumifh'd all means of Education ; 
And that a pulpiteer fhould know 
More than his gapmg fiock below ; 

That 
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That Learning was not got with pain« 
To be forgotten all again ; 
That Latin words^ and rumbling Greek, 
However charming founds to fpeak. 
Apt or unapt in each Quotation, 
Were m/ults on a Congregation, 
Who could not underftand one word 
Of all the learned fluff they heard ;^ 
That fomething more than preaching fine. 
Should go to make a found divine ; 
That Church and Pray*r, and holy Sunday, 
Were no excufe for finful Mondtt^ • 
That pious doftrine, pious Life, 
Should both make one, as Man and Wife* 

Thinking in this uncommon Mode, 
So out of all the priefUy road. 
What Man alive can e'er fuppofe. 
Who marks the way Prbfermbnt goes. 
That (he (hould ever find her way 
To this paor Curate's houfe of clay ? 

Such was the Prieft, fo ftrangcly wife ! 
He could not bow — How (hould He rife ? 
Learned He was, and deeply read; 
—But what of that ? — not duly bred. 
For he had fuck'd no grammar rules 
From Royal founts, or Public fchools. 
Nor gain'd a fingle Com of Knowledge 
From that vaft Granary— a Cdlegc, 
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A Granary, which food fupplies 
To vermin of uncommon Size. 

Aye, now indeed the Matter's clear^ 
There is a mighty error here. 
A public fchool's the place alone. 
Where Talents may be duly known. 
It has, no doubt, its imperfedlions. 
But then, fuch Friendfhips! foch connedtions ! 
The Parent, who has form'd his Plan, 
And in his Child confider'd Man, 
What is his grand and golden Rule ? 
'* Make your conne^ons. Child, at SchpoL 
•* Mix with your Equals, fly inferiorsj^ 
•• But follow clo/efy your Superiors ; 
•• On Them your cv'iy Hope depends, 
•• Be prudent, Tom, get nfi/ui Friends ; 
^< And therefore like a fpider wait, 
** And fpin your Web about the great. 
** ISmy Lord's Genius wants fupplies, 
** Why — You muft make his Exercife. 
** Let the young Aftf«y«rx take your Placet 
'' And bear a whipping for his Grace. 
'* Suppofe (fuch Tldngt may happen once) 
•' The Nobles Wits, and You the DuuQCp 
*' Improve the means of Education; 
** And learn commodious Adulation. 
'' Your Matter fcarcely holds it fin, 
** He chucks his Lor4/iif on the Chi^, 



And 
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«• And would not for the World rebuke, 
«• Beyond a pat, the fchooUboy Duke. 

«• The Paftor there, of what's the Place ? 

•* With fmiles eternal in his Face, 

•• With dimpling cheek, and fnowy hand, 

«« That fhames the whitenefs of his band 1 

«* Whofe mincing Dialed abounds 

'* In Hums and Hahs, and half-form'd founds I 

** Whofe Elocution, fine and chafte, 

** Lays his commainds with judgment nnnfti 

** And left the Company (hould hear, 

** Whifpers his Nothings in your Ear ; 

«* Think you 'twas Zeal, or Virtue's Care 

«* That placed tht/mirking Doftor there ? 

*« No— 'twas Connexions form'd at School* 

«* With fome rich Wit, or noble Fool, 

** Obfequious Flattery, and Attendance, 

** A wilful, ufeful, bafe dependance ; 

«• A fupple bowing of the Knees 

** To any humait God you plcafe. 

** (For true good-breeding's fo fo/tte, 

«« 'Twould call the very Devil white) 

«« 'Twas watching others' ihifung Will, 

'* And veering to and fro with Skill : 

** Thefe were the means diat made him rife, 

*' Mind your cmte£liofts, and be wife/' 



^thinks I hear fon Tom reply* 
rU be a Bifhop by and by. 
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Connexions at a pablic School 
Will often ferve a wealthy Fool, 
By lending him a letter*d Knave 
To bring him Credit, or to favc ; 
And Knavery gets a profit real. 
By giving parts and worth ideal. 
The child that marks this flavilh Plan, 
Will make his Fortone when a Man. 
While honcft Wit's ingenuous Merit 
Enjoys his pittance, and his Spirit. 

The Strength of public Education 
L quickening Parts by Emulation ; 
And Emulation will create 
In narrow minds a jealous ftate. 
Which ftiflcd for a courfe of Years, 
From want of Skill or mutual Fears, 
Breaks out in manhood with a zeal. 
Which none but rival Wits can feel* 
For when good people Wits commence. 
They lofe all other kind of fenfe ; 
(The maxim makes you fmile, I fee. 
Retort it when you plcafe on me ;) 
One writer always hates another. 
As Emperors would kill a brother. 
Or Emprefs Queen to rule alone. 
Pluck down a Hufband from the throne. 

When tir'd of Friendftiip and alliance. 
Each fide fprbgs forward to defiance. 

Inveterate 
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Inveterate Hate and Refolotion, 
Faggot and Fire and Perfccution, 
Is all their aim, and all their Cry, 
Though neither fide can tell you why. 
To it they run like valiant Men, 
And flafh about them with their Pen* 

What Inkftied fprings from Altercation! 
What loppings off of Reputation ! 
You might as foon hufh ftormy Weather^ 
And bring the North and South together. 
As reconcile your lettered foes. 
Who come to all things but dry blows* 

Your defperate lovers wan and pale. 
As needy culprits in a jail. 
Who mufe and doat, and pine, and die, 
Scorch'd by the light'ning of an eye, %, 
(For ladies' eyes, with fatal ftroke. 
Will blaft the verieft heart of oak) 
Will wrangle, bicker, and complain. 
Merely to make it up again. 
Though fwain look glum, and mifs look fiery, 
'Tis nothing but amantiu/n ir^e. 
And all the progrefs purely this— 
A frown, a pout, a tear, a kifs. 
Thus love and quarrels (April weather) 
Like vinegar and oil together. 
Join in an eafy mingled ftrife. 
To make the fallad up of life. 

Vol. LXVIU. P \«^ 
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Love fettles bell from altercation. 
As liquors after fermentation. 

In a ftage*coach, with lumber cramm'd. 
Between two bulky bodies jamm'd. 
Did you ne'er writhe yourfelf about. 
To find the feat and cufhion out? 
How difagreeably you fit. 
With b — m awry, and place unfit. 
Till fome kind jolt o'er ill-pav'd town. 
Shall wedge you clofe, and nail yon down. 
So fares it with your fondling dolts. 
And all love's quarrels are but jolts. 

When tiffs arifc, and words of ftrife 
Turn one to two in man and wife, 
(For that's a matrimonial courfe 
Which yoke-mates muft go through perforce. 
And ev'ry married man is certain 
T'attend the lefturc call'd the curtain) 
Though not another word is faid. 
When once the couple are in bed : 
There things their proper channel keep, 
(They make it up, and go to fleep) '* 
Thefe fallings in and fallings out. 
Sometimes with caufe, but moft without. 
Are but the common modes of ftrife. 
Which oil the fprings of married life. 
Where famenefs would create the fpken. 
For ever fiupidly /erene. 

Obfcrve 
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Obferve yon downy bed— to make it. 
You tofs the feathers up and (hake it. 
So fondnefs fprings from words and (cuffling. 
As beds lie fmootheft after ihuffling. 

But authors' wranglings will create 
The very quinteflence of hate ; 
Peace is a fruitlefs vain endeavour. 
Sworn foes for once, they're foes for ever. 

— Oh ! had it pleas'd my wifer betters 
TTiat I had never tafted letters. 
Then no Pamaffian maggots bred, 
like fancies in a madman's head. 
No grafpings at an idle name. 
No childifh hope of future fame. 
No impotence of wit had ta'cn 
PofTeilion of my mufe^ftruck brain. 

Or had my birth, with fortune fit, 
Vamifh'd the dunce, or made the wit ; 
I had not held a fhameful place. 
Nor letters paid me with difgrace. 

— O ! for a pittance of my own. 
That I might live unfought, unknown! 
Retir'd from all this pedant ftrife. 
Far from the cares of baft'ling life ; 
Far from the wits, the fools, the greats 
And all the little world I hate, 
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WHOE'ER for pleafure plans a fcheme. 
Will find it vanifh like a dream^ 
Affording nothing found or real^ 
Where happiness is all ideal ; 
In grief, in joy, or either ftatc. 
Fancy will always antedate. 
And when the thoughts on evil poie. 
Anticipation makes it more; 
Thus while the mind ^future fees. 
It cancels all its frefent eafe. 

Is Fleafure's fcheme the point in view ; 
How eagerly we all purfue f 

Wen — Tuefday is th*appointed day ; 
How flowly wears the time away ! 
How dull the interval between^ 
How daiken'd o^er with clouds of fpleen. 
Did not the mind unlock her treafure. 
And fancy feed on promised pleafure. 

Delia fnrveys, with curious eyes« 
The clouds colleded in the ikies ; 
Wiihes no ftorm may rend the air. 
And Tuefday may be dry and fair ; 
And I look round, my boys, and pray^ 
Thai TueCiay nu^ be hoUday* 



I 
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Things duely fettled — what remains f 
Lo! Taefday comes^alas ! it rains; 
And all our viiionaiy fchemes 
Have died away^ like golden dreams. 

Once on a time« a ruftic dame, 
(No matter for the lady's name) 
Wrapt up in deep imagination, 
Indulg'd her pleafing contemplation ; 
While on a bench ihe took her feat. 
And plac'd the milk-pail at her feet. 
Oft in her hand (he chink'd the pence. 
The profits which arofe from thence ; 
While fond ideas fill'd her brain. 
Of layings up, and mmftrous gain. 
Till every penny which Ihe told. 
Creative fancy tum'd to gold ; 
And reafoning thus from computation. 
She fpoke aloud her meditation* 

*' Pleafe heav'n but to prefervc ray health, 
«« No doubt I fhall have ftorc of wealth j 
*' It muft of confequence enfuc 
** I (hall have ftore of lovers too, 
** Oh! how I'll break their ftubborn hearts, 
" With all the pride of female arts. 
•• What Suitors then will kneel before me ! 
** Lords^ Earls, and Vijcmnts (hall adore me* 
" When in my gilded coach I ride, 
'* Uj Lady at his lardfi^'t fide. 
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'* How will I laugh at all I meet 
*« Clatt'ring in pattins down the ftrcet ! 
•* And LoBBiN then I'll mind no more, 
•• Howe'er I lov'd him heretofore ; 
" Or, if he talks of plighted truth, 
«* I will not hear the fimple youth, 
•* But rife indignant from my feat, 
*• And fpum the lubber from my feet." 

Adlion, alas ! the fpeaker's grace. 
Ne'er came in more improper place. 
For in the toffing forth her fhoe. 
What fancied blifs the maid o'er threw ! 
While down at once, with hideous fall. 
Came lovers, wealth, and milk, and all. 

Thus fancy ever loves to roam. 
To bring the gay materials home ; 
Imagination forms the dream. 
And accident deftroys the fcheme. 
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A FAMILIAR EPISTLE, 

FROM THE REV. MR. HANBURT's HOR8E, TO 
THE REV. MR. SCOT. 

A MONGST yoxkhifeds, reputation 
^*' Depends on Rank and Situation ; 
And men increafe in fame and worth. 
Not from their merits^ but their Birth* 
Thus he is born to live obfcure. 
Who has the fm of being poor; 
While wealthy dullnefs loUs at cafe. 
And is — as witty as you pleafe. 
— ** What did his Lordjhip fay ?— Oi fine! 
"The very 7'i&/«^/ Bra'vo! Divine T 
And then 'tis buzz'd from Route to Route^ 
While ladies whifper it about^ 
•* Well, I proteft, a charming hit ! 
** His Lordjhip has a deal of wit. 
•* How elegant that double fenfe ! 
*' Perdigious ! njaifily fine ! Immenfe V* 
When all my lord has faid or done. 
Was but the letting offz pun. 

Mark the fat C//, whofe good round fum. 
Amounts at leaft to half a Plumb; 
Whofe chariot whirls him up and down 
Some three or four miles out of town ; 
For thither fober folks repair. 
To take the 2>;^, which they call air» 
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DulIfoHy (not the wanton wild 
Imagin^ion's younger child) 
Has taken lodgings in his face« 
As finding that^ 'vacant place* 
And peeping from his windows, tells 
To all beholders, where (he dwells. 
Yet once a week, this purfe-proud cit 
Shall ape the Tallies of a wit. 
And after ev'ry Sunday's dinner. 
To prieftly faint, or city finner. 
Shall tell the ftory o'er and o'er, 
H'as told a thoufand times before ; 
Like gamefters, who, with eager zeal. 
Talk the gajne o*er between the deal. 

Mark ! how the fools and knaves admire 
And chuckle with their Sunday 'fquire : 
While he looks pleas'd at every gueft. 
And laughs much louder than the red; 
And cackling with inceiTant grin. 
Triples the Double of his chin. 

Birth, rank, and wealth, have wond'rous fkiUj 
Make JVits and State/men when they will ; 
While genius holds no eftimation. 
From lucklefs want of Situation ; 
And, if through clouded fcenes of life. 
He takes dame poverty to wife, 
Howe'er he work and teize his brain, 
////pound of wit f<;arce weighs z grainy 
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While with his Lordjbip it abounds. 
And one Ught grain fwells out to founds. 

Receive, good fir, with afpedl kind. 
This wanton gallop of the mind ; 
But, fmce all things encreafe in worth. 
Proportioned to their rank and birth ; 
Left you ihould think the letter bafe. 
While I fupply the poet's place, 
I'll tell you whence and what I am. 
My Breeds my Blood, my Sire, my Dam^ 

My Sire was Pindar's Eagle, fon 
Of P^^^j/iw of Helicon ; 
My Dam, the Hippogrypb, which whirl'd 
Aftolpho to the lunar world. 
Both high-bred things of mettled blood. 
The beft in all Apollo's ftud. 

Now Critics here would bid me fpeak 
The OLD horfe language, that is, Greek; 
For Homer made us talk, you know, 
Almoft three thoufand years ago ; 
And men of Tafte and Judgment fine. 
Allow the pafTage is di'vine, 
They were fine mettled things indeed. 
And of peculiar ftrength and breed; 
What leaps they took, how far and wide ! 
—They'd take a country at a ftride. 
How great each leap, Lo n g i n u s knew. 
Who from dimenfions ta'en of two. 
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Affirms^ with equal ardour whirld, 

A third, good lord I would clear the world« 

But till fome learned wight fhall (hew 
1£ Accents MUST be us'd, or no, 
A doubt, which puzzles all the wife 
Of giant and of pigmy fize. 
Who wafle their time, and fancies vex 
With a/per^ lenU, circumflex. 
And talk of mark and punduation. 
As 'twere a matter of falvation ; 
For when your pigmies take the pen 
They fancy they grow up to Men, 
And think they keep the world in awe 
By brandiftiing a very Straw ; 
Till they have clear'd this weighty doubt. 
Which they'll be centuries about. 
As a plain nag, in homely phrafp, 
I'll ufe the language of our days ; 
And, for this.firft and only time, 
Juft make a trot in eafy rhime. 

Nor let it fhock your thought or fight. 
That thus a quadruped fhould write ; 
Read but the papers, and you'll fee 
More prodigies of wit than me ; 
Crown men and Sparrows taught to dance^ 
By monfieur PaJ/erat from France ; 
The learned dog, the learned mare, 
^clcamcdMvAi the iSranvf^ hare; 
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And all 2StfaJhi(mahU too» 
And play at cards as well as you. 

Of paper, pen, and ink poflefs'dj 
With faculties of writing bleft. 
Why fhould not I then, Honjunnyh'wm bred 
(A word that muft ht/eettj not faid) 
Rid you of all that anxious care. 
Which good folks feel for good and fair. 
And which your looks betray'd indeed. 
To more difcerning eyes of fteed ; 
When in the fhape of ufeful hack, * 
I bore a poet on my back ? 

Know, fafely rode my matter's bride^ 
The bard before her for my guide. 
Yet think not, fir, his awkward care 
Enfur'd protedion to the fair. 
No— confcious of the prize I bore. 
My wayward footfteps dipt no more. 
For though I fcorn the Poef^ ikill. 
My miftrefs guides me where fhe will. 

Abftradl in wond'rous fpeculation. 
Loft in laborious meditation. 
As whether 'twould promote Sublime 
If Siher could be pair'd in rhime ; 
Or, as the word oi/nxjeeter Tune, 
Month might be clink'd inilead of moon : 
No wonder poets hardly know 
Or what the/ do, or where they go. 
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Whether they ride or walk the ftxeet» 
Their beads are always on thdr/eeti 
They now ^d then may get aftride 
Th' /deal Pegafus, and ride 
Prodigious journeys— round a room» 
As boys ride cock-horfe on a broom. 

Whether Acroftics teize the brain* 
Which goes a hunting words in vain, 
(For words moft capitally fin, 
Unlefs their letters right begin.) 
S ince how to man or woman's name, 
C ould you or I Acroftic frame. 
O r make xHaAftaring letters join, 
T o form the word, that tells us thine ^ 
Unlefs we*ad right inirials got, 
S, C, O, T, and fo made Scot ? 
Or whether Rebus ^ Riddle'^ brother 
(Both which had Dullness for their mother) 
Employ the gentle poet's care. 
To celebrate fome town or fair. 
Which all ad libitum he flits 
FoTjou to pick it up by bits. 
Which bits together plac'd, will frame 
Some city's or fome lady's name; 
As when a Worm is cut in twain. 
It joins and is a worm again; 
When thoughts y& weighty, y& intenfe. 
Above the reach of common fenfe, 
Dilira6t and twirl the mind about. 
Which fain would hanvxati fomtCt^^^^x^ 
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A kind difcharge relieves the mind. 
As folks are eas'd by breaking wind ; 
Whatever whims or maggots bred 
Take place of fenfe in poet's head. 
They fix themfelves without controul. 
Where'er its feat is on the foul. 
Then, like your heathen idols, we 
Have eyes indeed, but cannot fee* 
f'fFit, for I take the poet's part. 
And for my blood, am Bard at heart) 
For in refledtion deep immerft. 
The roan mufe-bitten and he-iierft, 
Negledful of externals all. 
Will ran his head againft a wall. 
Walk, through a river as it flows. 
Nor fee the bridge before his nofe* 

Are things like thefe equeftrians fit 
To mount the back of mettled tit ? 
Are— but fareweU, for here comes Bob^ 
And I moft ferve fome hackney job ; 
Fetch letters, or, for recreation, 
Tron/fon the bard to our BUmtatkmm 

Robert joins tompts with Bumam Black* 
Your humble fervantj Banbury'^ hack* 
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THE NEW. RIVER HEAD. 

A T A L E. 
ATTEMPTED IK THE MANNER OF MR. C. DENIS. 

INSCRIBED TO JOHN WILKES, Esq. 

Lahitur ^ labetur in omne tvoluhilis anmm. HoR* 

Tr\EAR Wilkes, whofe lively focial Wit 
•■^ Difdains the prudifh Affection 
Of gloomy Folks, who love to fit 

As lyo^TsJhould at Confultation, 
Permit me, in familiar Strain, 

To fteal you from the idle hour 
Of combating the Northern Thane, 

And all his puppet tools of Pow'r. 

Shame to the Wretch, if fenfc of fhame 

Can ever touch the mifcreant's breaft^ 
Who dead to virtue as to fame, 

(A Monfter whom the Gods dctcft) 
Turns traitor to himfelf, to court 

Or Miniftcr or Monarch's fmile ; 
And dares, in infolence of fport. 

Invade the Charter of our Ifle* 

But why Ihould I, who only ftrivc 

By telling of an eafy tale. 
To keep attention half alive 

^GainftBoLcoLAM and Yliui^k? tail? 
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For whether ENCLANDbethe name, 

(Name which we're taught no more to prize) 
Or Britain, it is all the fame. 

The Lilliputian Statefmen rife 

To malice of gigantic fize. 
Let them enjoy their warmth a while. 
Truth fhall regard them with a fmile. 
While you, like Gulliver, infport 
Fifs out the fire, and fave the Court. 
But to return — The tale is old; 

Indecent, truly none of mine — 
What Be Ro ALDUS gravely told; 

I read it in that found divine* 
And for indecency, you know 

He had a fafhionable turn. 
As prim obfcrvers clearly (hew 

In t'other Parfon, Doftor Sterne, 
Yet Pope denies it all defence. 
And call it, blefs us! Want of fenfe. 
But e'en the decent Pope can write 

* Of bottles, corks, and maiden figfis. 
Of charming beauties lefs in fight. 

Of the more fecret precious hair, 
+ " And fomething elfe of little Size, 

You know where/* 
If fuch Authorities prevail. 

To vamilh o*er this petty fin, 
I plead a pardon for my tale. 

And having hemm'd and cough'd — ^begin. 

• Rape of the Lock, 
f Popt'9 Jcttcta. 
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A Genius (one of thofe I mean^ 

We read of in th' Arabian nights ; 
Not fuch as every day arc feen 

At Bob's or Arthur's, whilom White's j 
For howfoe'er you change the name. 
The Clubs and Meetings are the fame ; 
Nor thofe prodigious learned folks. 
Your Haberdafhers of ftale Jokes, 
Who drefs them up fo neat and clean 
For News-paper or Magazine ; 
But one that could play wond'rous tricks. 

Changing the very courfe of Nature, 
Not As MOD BUS on two flicks 

X)r fage Urganda could do greater.) 

Once on a time incog came down 

From his equivocal dominions. 
And travelled o'er a country town 

To try folks' tempers and opinions. 
When to accomplifh his intent 

(For had the cobler known the king. 

Lord ! it would quite have fpoil'd the thing) 
In ftrange difguife he flily went 
And ftump'd along the high- way track. 
With greafy knapfack at his back ; 
And now the night was pitchy dark. 
Without one flares indulgent fpark. 
Whether he wanted fleep or not. 

Is of no confequence to tell ; 
A bed and lodging muft be got. 

For geniufes Uvc always yfvlL 
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At the bell houfe iaMl tbe town» 

(It was th' attorney '« you mmf fweai;) 
He knock'd as he'd have.bcat it dowo^ 

Knock as you vrxild^ no entraaioe thc^ 
But from the window cried the Aatm, 
Go, firrah go, from^whesce yamt^am.. '/' * 

Here, Nell, John, Thomas, fee who knockSj 
Fellow, 1*11 put you in the ffock^ ' ' 

Be gentle ma'm, the Genhh cried'; . .' . 

Have macf <m the wandering poir/ > ' 

Who knows not where his head to Hide,- - -• - ■ • 

And afb apiftahce atyour dpbr. 
A mug of beer, a crull6f Breafd-i. 
Have pity on the houlelefs heatf; 

Your hulband keeps a lordly tAAt, ' 

I aik but for the offaF Cninibs, / 

And for a lodging — ISartf Of fb&fo 
Will fliroud xfit tijtthc iiiomibg coniw'. ■- 

'Twas all in v^in ; flie fang' the biff; 
The fervants trcmbl'd lat the fcneB j 
Down flew the maids tb <el! the meif. 
To drive the vagrant back agen, . . 

He trudg'd a^^ay ill Migijy itiiiid; 

And thought but cheaply 0/ niaiikhid; ' 

Till through a cacftlment's dingy pane,- • '' 

A rufh-light's rtielandioly iky. 

Bad him ete try hisr hick agalh j 
Perhaps beneadi a hottlb of clay ' ■ '' 
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A wand'ring paflenger might find, 
A better friend to human kind. 
And far more hofpitable fare. 
Though not fo coftly, nice, or rare. 
As fmokes upon the filver plate 
Of the luxurioBS pamper'd great* 

So to this cot of homely thatch. 
In the fame plight the genius came : 

Down comes the dame, lifts up the latch; 
What want ye fir? 

God fave you, dame* 
And fo he told the piteous tale. 

Which you have heard him tell before ; 
Your patience and my own would fail 

Were I to tell it o*er and o'er* 
Suffice it, that my goody's caie 
Brought forth her beft, though fimple faie. 

And from the comer-cupboard's hoard. 
Her (banger gueft the more to pleafe, 

Befpread her hofpitable board 
With what (he 1vm1<— 'twas bread and cheefc* 

'Tis honeft though but homely cheer; 

Much good may't do ye, eat your fill. 
Would I coa'd treat you with ftrong beer. 

Bat for the aAion take the will. 
You fee my cot is clean, though fmall. 

Pray hcav'n encreafe my flendcr ftockl 

You're welcome, friend, you iee my aU ; 

, And for you bcd» Six» tbere's a flock. 
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No matter what was after faid^ 
He eat and drank and went to bed. 

And now the cock his mattins fung» 

(Howe'er fuch finging's light efteem'd, 
*Tis precious in the Mofes' tongue 

"Wlien fung^ rhimes better than hefcretm'd ;) 
The dame and pedlar both 3to&, 

At early dawn of rifing day^ 
She for her woric of folding clothes. 

And He to travel on his way ; 
But much he thought himfelf to blame. 

If, as in duty furely bound. 
He did not thank the careful dame 

For the reception he had found. 
Hoftcfs, quoth He, before I go, 

I thank you for your hearty Fare ; 
Would it were in my pow'r to pay 
My gratitude a better way ; 
But money now runs very low. 

And I have not a doit to fpare ; 
But if you'll take this piece of Stuff— 

—No, quoth the dame, I'm poor as you. 
Your kindeft wiihes are enough. 

You're welcome, friend, farewell — Adieu* 
But firft reply'd the wandering gueft. 

For bed and board and homely difii. 
May all things turn out for the bed. 

So take my bleffing and my wi(h. 
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Maj what yoa firft begin to do, 
Cicstte foch profit and ddight. 

That you may do it all day throng. 
Nor finifh till die depth of Bight. 

Thank yoa, (he faid, and ^t the door, 
Tum'd to her work, and thought no moir. 
And now the napkin which waa fpifod 
To treat her goeft with good brown bicad. 
She folded ap with, niccft care ; 
"Whenlo! another napkin ^eic ! 
And every fokUng Xd beget 
Another and another yet* 
She folds a (hift— by ihange encieafe > 
The remnant fweOs jato a pieee. 
Her Caps, her Laces, aS die fiune» 

Till foch a qoaniity of linen J 

From foch a Tvyfindl beg^nakigy 
ilow'd in at once apontlie Dtua^, 
'Who wonder'd how thedcooe it came. 

That with the dn^'iy (he had got 

Within her little fluMyy cot. 
She might for all the town provide^ 
And brcadcbotfa YoriL-ftreet and Cheapfida 

It happen^ Aat ih* attorney's wife. 
Who, to before, took much upon ber^ 

As being one in'hig^ life. 
Who did the Fatifli mighqr honour. 
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Sent for the Dame, who, poor and wiQing^ 

Would ti^ a job of charing wOik» 

And fweat and toil like any Tarit, 
To earn a fixpence or a (hilling. 

She could not come, not (he indeed! 
S;he thank'd her much, but had no need. 

Good news will fly as well as bad. 

So out this wondVons ftory came. 

About the Pedlar and the Dame, 
Which made th' Attorney's wife fo mad. 

That (he refolv'd at any rate, 
Spite of her pride and Lady airs. 

To get the Pedlar tete-a-tete. 
And make up all the pa(t affairs : 

And though (he wilh'd him at the devil^ 
When he came there the night before. 

Determined to be monftrous civil. 
And drop her curtfie at the door* 

Now all was racket, noife and pother* 
Nell running one way, John another. 
And Tom- was on the coach -horfe fent. 
To learn which way the Pedlar went. 

Thomas retam'd; — ^e Pedlar brought, 
—What could my dainty Madam iay« 

For not behaving as (he ought. 
And diivbg kineft folka away ? 

0^3 ^^f»^ 
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Upon my word, it (hocks me much, 
—But there's fuch thieving here of late-** 

Not that I dream'd that you were fuch. 
When you came knocking at my gate, 

I muft confefs myfelf to blame. 
And I'm afraid you lately met 

Sad treatment with that homely dame. 
Who lives on what her hands can get. 

Walk in with me at leaft to-night. 

And let us fet all matters right, 

J know my duty, and indeed 

Would help a friend in time of need- 
Take (uch refreftiment as you find, 

I'm fure I mean it for the beft. 
And give it with a willing mind 

To fuch a grave and fober gueft. 

So in they came, and for his picking, 

Bdxold the table covers fpread, 

Inftead of Goody's cheefe and bread. 
With tarts, and fifh, and fieih, and chicken. 

And to appear in greater date. 
The knives and forks with filver handles. 

The candlefticks of bright (French) plato 
To hold her beft mould (tallow) candles. 

Were all brought forth to be difplay'd. 

In female houfewifry parade. 
And more the Pedlar to regale. 

And make the wond'rous man her friei^d, 
D^^antcrs foam'd of mantWxv^ 2k, 
An4 port 4nd cUtct wlxiiouv. wi^ *, 
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They hobb'd and nobb'd, and fmil'd and laxx^'d^ 
Touch'd glafles^ nam'd their toafts, and qoadTd; 

Talk'd over every friend and foe« 
Till eating, drinking, talking paft. 
The kind houfe-clock ftrack twelve at laft^ 

When wifhing Madam Son refos^ 
The Pedlar pleaded weary head. 
Made his low bow, and went to bed. 

Wifhing him then at perfedl eafe^ 
A good foft bed, a good found fleep» 
Now, gentle reader, if you pleafc. 
We'll at the Lady take a peep. 

She could not reft, but tum'd and tofs*d« 
While Fancy whifper'd in her brain^ 

That what her indifcretion loft. 
Her art and cunning might regain. 

Such Linen to fo poor a dame ! 
For fuch coarfe fare! perplex'd her head ^ 

Why might not ihe expect the fame^ 
So courteous, civil, and well-bred ? 

And now (he reckoned up her ftoie 

Of Cambrlcks, Hollands, Moflins, Lawnij 

Free gifts, and POrchafesy andPkwos^ 
JRcfolv'd to multiply them more. 

Till (he had got a Stock of Linen, 

Fit for aDowager to fin in« 

0,4 The 
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The Mon^g cuat, mhm «p Ox gpt, 
Moft €«feiti(mioaf jr ificlm'd 

To wind up her fagBciooft plot. 

With all that civil ftaff we find 
'Mongft thoie who talk a wond'rous deal 
Of what they neither loean nor Ceel* 

How (hall I, Ma>, rcply'd the Gucft^ 
Make you a fuitable retuin^ 
For your attention and concern^ 

And fuch civilities expreft 
To one, who muft be ftill in debt 
For all the kindnefs he has met ? 

For this your entertainment's fake. 
If ought of good my wilh can do. 

May what you firft fliall undertake^ 
Laft without ceafing all day through. 

Madam, who kindly uoderftood 
His wifh effedually good. 
Strait dropp'd a curtfie wond'foiM low. 
For much (he wanted him to go. 
That (he might look ap all her ftoie. 
And turn it into thooftnda more* 
Kow all the makb wereient to look 
In every cranny, hole and nock. 
For every rag which they could find 
Of any fize, or any kind« 
Diaw'n, Boxes, Ck>feu, Cbefts and Cafct 



Were 



THE MEW-RlVEIt HEAD. tji 

Were all unlock'd at once to get 

Her Point, her Gawz, her PmCa.nett 

With fifty names of fifty kinds. 
Which fuit variety of minds* 

How (hall I now my tale purfue* 
So palling ftrange, fo pafling true ? 

When every bit from every hoard. 
Was brought and laid upon the board. 

Left fome more urgent obligation 
Might interrupt her pleafing toil. 

And marring half her application. 
The promis'd hopes of profit fpoD, 

Before (he folds a fingle rag. 

Or takes a cap from board or bag. 
That nothing might her work prevent, 

(For (he was now refolv'd to labour. 
With eameft hope and full intent 

To get the better of her neighbour) 
Into the garden (he would go 

To do that necefTary thing. 
Which muft by all be done, you know. 
By rich and poor, and high and low. 

By Male and Female, Queen and King ; 
She little dream'd a common adtion, 

Pradtis'd as duely as her pray'rs. 
Should prove fo tedious a tranfadlion. 

Or cod her fuch a fea of cares* 

3 ^ 
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In fliort the dreams fo plenteous Row*d, 

That in the dry and dufty weather* 
She might have watered all the road 

For ten or twenty miles together. 
What could (he do ? as it began, 
Th' involuntary torrent ran. 

Inftead of folding Cap or Mob, 
So dreadful was this dlftillatioo. 

That from a fimple watering job. 
She fear'd a general Inundation. 

While for her Indifcretion's crime. 
And coveting too great a (lore. 

She made a river at a time. 
Which fure was never done before* 



A FA- 
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A FAMILIAR LETTER OF RHIMES, 

TO A L A D T. 

YES— I could rifle grove and bow'r 
And ftrip the beds of every flow'r. 
And deck them in their faireft hue. 
Merely to be out-blufli'd by you. 
The lily, pale, by my dire^on. 
Should fight the rofe for your complexion ; 
Gr I could make up fweeteft pofies. 
Fit fragrance for the ladies' nofes. 
Which drooping", on your breaft reclining. 
Should all be withering, dying, pining. 
Which every fongfter can difplay, 
I've more authorities than G a y ; 
Nay, I could teach the globe its duty 
To pay all homage to your beauty. 
And, wit's creative pow*r to (how. 
The vtryfire (hbuld mix withyfe(^w ,• 
Your eyes, that brandifti burning dartt 
To fcorch and finge our tinder hearts. 
Should be the lamps for lover's ruin. 
And light them to their own undoing; 
While all the /now about your breaft 
Should leave them hopelefs and diftreft. 



For thofe who rarely foar above 
The art of coupling kve and dovc^ 
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Li their conceits and amorous fifUons* 
Are nighty food of- contradidionsy 
Above, in air ; in earth, beneath ; 
And things that do, or do not breathe. 
All have their parts, and (eparate place. 
To paint the fair one's various grace. 

Her cheek, her eye, her bofom (how 
The rofe, the lily, diamond, fnow. 
Jet, milk, and amber, vales and mountains. 
Stars, rubies, funs, and moffy fountains. 
The poet gives them all a (hare 
In the defcription of his fair. 
She hums, ihe chills, (he pierces hearts 
With locks, and bolts, and flames, and dartSk 
And could we truft th' extravagancy 
Of every poet's youthful fsmcy. 
They'd make each nymph they love fo weH, 
As cold as {how, as i&o/ as — — • 

— O gentle lady, fpare your fright. 
No horrid rhime (hall wound your fight. 
I would not for the world be heard. 
To utter fuch w(/eemfy word. 
Which the politer paribn fears 
To mention to politer ears* 

But, could a female form be (hown, 
j(The thought, perhaps, is not my own) 
Where every circumlbmce ihDi:dd meet 
7o make the poet's Aytnpfai compkit 
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Formed to his Fancy's otmbft pitidii 
She'd be as ugly as a witch* 

Come then, O moft, of trim CQOceit# 
Mufe, always fine* hot never neat^ 
Who to the dull anfated ear 
Of French or Tu/cok So^kbtrbi^ 
Tak*ft up the fame unvaried tona» 
Like the Sc9tch bagpipe's favourite drone^ 
Squeezing out thou|^ta in ditries qoaint* 
To poet's miftrefs, whore, or faint ; 
Whether thoirdwell'ft on ev'iy grace^ 
Which lights the world from La v&a's fiicc^ 
Or amorous praife expariates wide 
On beauties which the nymph mnft hide; 
For wit affedled, loves to (how 
Her every charm fr^fl^ lop to feooj 
And wanton fancy oft por(m 
Minute defcription from the mnfe. 
Come and pourtray, with pencil fine. 
The poet's mor/al nymph divinem 

Her golden locks of claffic hair. 
Are nets to catch the waoton air ; 
Her forehead ivory , and her eyes 
Each a brightyxMr to light the ikios* 
Orb'd in wHofe centre, C»/^idsm$ 
His darts, proted qs I dpt withjfaww; 
While the fly god's unerring bow 
Is the half circle of her ^fvav. 



A31 LLOYD^S POEMS. 

Each lip a rufy, parting, fliewi 
The precious /^ar/ in e?en nnvs. 
And all the loves and graces fleck 
Bathe in the dimples of her cheek. 
Her breafts purt/jgo^, or white at milk. 
Are h/oiy apples, fmooth as fiHc, 
Or elfe, as fancy trips on fafter^ 
Fine marble hills or alabafter. 

A figure made of wax wou'd pkafe 
More than an aggregate of diefe. 
Which though they are of precious worth. 
And held in great efteem on earth. 
What are they, rightly underftood. 
Compared to leal fleih and blood ? 

And I, who hate to ad by rules 
Of whining, rhiming, loving fools^ 
Can never twift my mind about 
To find fuch ftraoge refemblance outj 
And fimile that's only- fit 
To fliew my plenteous lack of wit. 
Therefore, omitting "flames and darts. 
Wounds, fighs and tears, and bleeding hearts^ 
Obeying, what I here declare. 
Makes half my happinefs, the Fair, 
The favourite fubjefl I purfue. 
And write, as who wodd not, for yon« 
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Perhaps my mufe, a common curfcj 
Errs in the manner of her verfc. 
Which, flouching in the doggrel lay. 
Goes tittup all her cafy way. 
Yes — an Acroftic had been better. 
Where each good natared prattling fetter. 
Though it conceal the writer's aim. 
Tells all the world his lady's name. 

But all Acroflics, it is (aid. 
Shew wond'rous pain of empty head. 
Where wit is cramp'd in hard confines^ 
And fancy dare not jump the lines, 

I love a fanciful diforder. 
And ftraggling out of rule and order ; 
Impute not then to vacant head. 
Or what IVe writ, or what I've faid. 
Which imputation can*t be true. 
Where head and heart's fo full of you. 

Like Tristram Shandt, I could write 
From mom to noon, from noon to night. 
Sometimes obfcure, and fometimes leaning, 
A little fideways to a meaning. 
And unfatigu'd myfelf, purfue 
The civil mode of tcazing you. 
For as your folks who love the dwelling 
On circumftancc la ftory telling. 
And to give each rehtion grace, 
Defcribc the time, the folks, the place. 
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And are reUgioofijp exaA 
To point out each anipeaaio|^ faft. 
Repeat their wonders tmdefind. 
Nor think one hearer can be tired ; 
So they who take a method wode» 
AxiApro/e 2iwiiy» Kke ine, ia qwyt. 
Worry their miftrqft, frtendt or betters^ 
With fatire, fonnet, ode, or kttez^. 
And think the knack of plea^g follows 
Each jingling pupil of ApotLo'$. 
—Yet let it be a venial crialte 
That I addrefs you thus in rhime* 
Nor think that I am Pkghu^'iit 
By the Tarantula of wit. 
But as the meaneft critic knows 
All females have a knack at profe« 
And letters are the mode of writing 
The ladies take the mod delight in; 
Bold is the man, whofe faucy aim 
Leads him to form a rival claim ; 
A double detth the iKtini dies* 
Wounded by wh as wellas eyes* 

—With mine difgrafce a lady's profe. 
And put a nettle next a rofe ? 
Who would, fo long as taHe prevails^ 
Compare St. JomwV with VerfailUsf 
The nightingale, as ftory goes, 
Fam'd for the mufic of his woes. 
In vain againft the artift try'd, 
2\it ilraia'd bis tuneful throat--*and died« 
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Perhaps I fought the rhixning way. 
For reafons which have pow*rful fwa/. 
The fwain, no doubt, with pleafure fuea 
The nymph he*s fure will not refafe. 
And more compaflion may bef found 
Amongft thefe goddefles of founds 
Than always happens to the (hare 
Of the more cruel human fair; 
Who love to fix their lover's pains. 

Pleased with the rattling of their chains. 

Rejoicing in their fervant's grief. 

As 'twere a fin to giv€ relief. 

They twift each eafy fool about. 

Nor let them in, nor let them out. 

But keep them twirling on the fire 

Of apprehenfion and defire. 

As cock-chafers, with corking pin 

The fchool-boy ftabs, to make them (pin. 

For 'tis a maxim in love's fchool^ 
To make a man of fenfe a fool; 
I mean the man, who loves indeed. 
And hopes and wifhes to fucceed; 
But from his fear and apprehenfion. 
Which always mars his beft intention^ 
Can ne'er addrefs with proper eafe 
The very perfbn he would pleafe. 

Now Poets, when thefe nymphs refufe. 
Strait go a courting to the mufe. 

VoL.LXVIIL Yi ^^^ 



t44 LLOYD^S POEMS. 

But ftin fomc differ^nc^ wc fiod 
'Twixt godddfes and bunum ki^d ; 
llie mufes' favpurs ai€ idcal» 
The ladies* fcarce^ hat always leaL 
The poet can, with little pain. 
Create a miftrefs in his bsain. 
Heap each attradion, every grace 
That (hould adorn the mind or fact. 
On Delia, Phyllis^ with a fcore 
Ql FhylUJJei an4 Delias more. 
Or as the whim of paf$on bums^ 
Can court each frolic mufe by turns ; 
Nor fhall one word of bbme be (kid, 
Altho' he take them aU to bed. 
The mufe detefts coquettry's guilt. 
Nor apes the manners of a jilt. 

Jilt! O difhoneft hateful nan^c* 
Your fex's pride, your fex's fhamc. 
Which often bait their treacherous hook 
With fmile endearing, winning look. 
And wind them in the eafy heart 
Of man, with moft enfnaring art. 
Only to torture and betray 
The wretch they mean to caft away. 
No doubt 'tis charming pleafant angling 
To fee the poor fond creatures dangli;ig. 
Who rufh like gudgeons to the bait. 
And gorge the mifchief they (hould hate* 
Yet fure fuch cruelties deface 
Your virtuci of their faitcfllL ^ct. 
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And pity, which in woman's breaft. 
Should fwim at top of all the reft, 
Muft fuch infidious fport condemn. 
Which play to you, is death tp them. 

So have I often read or heard,. 
Though both upon a trav'Uer's word, 
(Authority may pafs it down. 
So, 'Vide Travels, by Ed. B&own) 
At Metz, a dreadful engine ftands, 
Form'd like a maid, with folded hands. 
Which finely dreft> with primroeft grace. 
Receives the culprit's firft embrace ; 
But -at the fecond (difmal wonder!) 
Unfolds, clafps, cuts his heart afunder. 

You'll fay, perhaps, I love to rail. 
We'll end the matter with a talc. 

A Rohin once, who lov'd to ftray. 
And hop about from fpray to fpray. 
Familiar as the folks were kind. 
Nor thought of mifchief in his mind. 
Slight favours make the bold prefume. 
Would flutter round the lady's room. 
And carelefs often take his ftand 
Upon the lovely Fla'via^ hand. 
The nymph, 'tis faid, his freedom fought, 
—In (hort, the trifling fool was caught ; 
And happy in the fair one's grace. 
Would not accept an Eagle's place; 
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jAnd while the nymph was kind as fair, 
Wifh'd not to gain his native air. 
But thought he bargained to his cod. 
To gain the liberty he loft. 

Till at the laft, a fop was feen, 
A parrot y drcfs*d in red and green, 
"Who could not boaft one genuine note. 
But chatter *d, fwore and ly*d — by rote* 
** Nonfenfe and noifc will oft prevail, 
** When honour and affedion fail.'* 
The lady lik'd her foreign gueft, 
Por novelty will ploafe the beft ; 
And whether it is lace or fan. 
Or filk, or china, bird or man. 
None furc can think it wrong, or ftrange. 
That ladies (hould admire a change. 
The Parrot now came into play. 
The Robin! he had had his day. 
But could not brook the nymph's difdaiB, 
So fled— and ne'er came back again. 
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THE 

COBBLER OF TISSINGTON's LETTER 
TO DAVID GARRICK, ESQ^ 1761. 

MY predeceflbrs often ufe 
To cobble verfe as well as fhocs ; 
As Partridge (vide SwiFT^sdifputes) 
Who tum'd Bootes into boots. 
Ah ! — Partri DG E ! — ^1*11 be bold to fay- 
Was a rare fcholar in his day; 
He'd tell you when tVou*d rain, and when 
The weather would be fine agen ; 
Precifely when your bones ^W^ ache. 
And when grow found, by th' almanack. 
For he knew ev'ry thing, d'ye fee. 
By, what d'ye call't, aftrology. 
And ikill'd in all the ftarry fyftem. 
Foretold events, and often mift'em. 
And then it griev'd me fore to look 
Juft at the heel-piece of his book. 
Where ftood a man. Lord blefs my heart! 
(No doubt by mattheiu maticks art,) 
Naked, expos 'd to public view. 
And darts (luck in him through and through* 
I warrant him fome hardy fool. 
Who fcorn'd to follow wifdom's rule. 
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And dar'd blafphemoufly defpife 
Our dodlor's knowledge in the (kles. 
Full dearly he abides his laugh ^ 
I'm fure 'tis Swift, or Bickerstapp. 

Excufe this bit of a digreflion, 
A cobbler's is a learnM profeffion. 
Why may not I too couple rhiracs ? 
My wit will not difgrace the times ; 
I too, forfooth, among the reft. 
Claim one advantage, and the beft, 
I fcarce know writing, have no reading. 
Nor any kind of {chaHstr breeding ; 
And ivofttiftg that's the fole foundation 
Of half your poets' reputation. 
While genius, perfed at its birth, 
Sprbgs up, like mufhrooms from die earth. 

You know they fend me to and fro 
To carry meflages or fo ; 
And though I'm fomewhat old and crazy» 
I'm ftill of fervice to the lazy. 
For our good fquire has no great notion 
Of much alacrity in motion. 
And when there's miles betwixt you know 
Would rather ^^ by half than go; 
Then I'm difpatch'd to travel hard. 
And bear myMf by way of card* 
I'm a two-Icgg'd excufe to (how 
Why other people; caanot go; 
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And merit fare I mnft affume. 

For once I went in Garrick's room. 

In my old age, 'twere wond'rous hard 

To come to town, as trav'lling card. 

Then let the poft convey me there. 

The clerk's diredion tell him where. 

For, though I famble at this rate 

He writes it all, and I di8ate\ 

For I'm refolv'd — by help of neighbour, 

(Who keeps a fchool, and goes to lahowr) 

To tell you all things as they paft ; 

Cobblers will go beyond their laft. 

And fo I'm told will authors too, 

—But that's a point I leave to you ; 

Cobbling extends a thoufand ways. 

Some cobble (hoes, fonoe cobble plays ; 

Some— but this jingle's vaftly clever. 

It makes a body write for ever. 

While with the motion of the pen. 

Method pops in and out agen. 

So, as I faid, I thought it better. 

To fet me down and think a letter. 

And without any more ado,' 

Seal up my mind, and fend it you. 

You'll alk me, mafter, why I chufe 

To plague your worfhip with my mufc ? 

I'll tell you then — will truth offend ? 

Though cobbler, yet I love my friend, 

Befides, I like you merry folks. 

Who make their puns, and ctadc xlbdi Y:k>Lt!&\ 
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Your jovial hearts are never wrong, 

I love a ftory, or a fong ; 

But always feel moil grievous qualms. 

From Wesley's hymns, or Wisdom's pfalms*. 

My father often told me, one day 
Was for religion — that was Sunday, 
When I (hould go to prayers twice. 
And hear our parfon battle vice ; 
And drefs'd in all my fineil cloaths, 
Twang xht p/almoddy through my nofe. 
But betwixt churches, for relief. 
Eat bak'd plumb-pudding, and roaft-beef ; 
And chearful, without fm, regale 
With good home-brew 'd, and nappy ale. 
But not one word oi fafting greetings. 
And dry religious finging meetings. 
But here comes folks a-preaching to us 
Afa'ving doftrine to undo us, 
Whofe notions fanciful and fcurvy. 
Turn old religion topfy-turvy. 
I'll give my pleafure up for no man 
And an't I right now, mailer Show-man ? 
You feem'd to me a perfon civil. 
Our parfon gives you to the devil ; 
And fays, as how, that after grace. 
You laugh'd diredly in his face ; 

* Robert Wifdom was an early tranflator of die Pfalms. Wood 
Uy%^ ** he was a good Latin aad Enslifti poet of his dmc." He 
died Js62. 
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Ay, laugh'd out-right (as I'm a (inner) 
I (hould have lik'd t' have been at dinner, 
Not for the fake of mailer's fare. 
But to have feen the doAor ftarc. 
Odzooks, I think, he's perfeft mad, 
Scar'd out of all the wits he had. 
For whercfoe'er the doftor comes. 
He pulls his wig, and bites his thumbs. 
And mutters, in a broken rage. 
The Minor, Garrick, Foote, theSrAGx; 
(For I muft blab it out — ^but hift. 
His reverence is a methodifi) 
And preaches like an errant fury, 
'Gainft all yowxjho-w folks about Drury, 
Says adlors all are helliih imps. 
And managers the devil's pimps. 
He knows not what he fets about ; 
Puts on his furplice infide out, 
Miftakes the leflbns in the church. 
Or leaves a colleft in the lurch ; 
And t'other day — God help his head. 
The gardner's wife being brought to bed. 
When fent for to baptize the child 
His wig awry, and ftaring wild. 
He laid the prayer-book flat before him. 
And read the burial fervice o'er him. 
—The folks muft wait without their (hoes. 
For I muft tell you all the news. 
For we have had a deal to do. 
Our fquire's become a fhow-man too I 
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And horfe and foot arrive in flocks. 
To fee his worfhip's famous rocks, 
Whilft, he with humorous delight. 
Walks all about and ihews the fight. 
Points out the place, where trembUng you 
Had like t' have bid the world adieu ; 
It bears the fad remembrance flill. 
And people call it Garrick's Hill. 
The goats their ufual diftance keep. 
We never have recourfe to (heep ; 
And the whole fcene wants nothing now. 
Except your ferry-boat and cow. 
I had a great deal more to fay. 
But I am fent exprefs away. 
To fetch the fquire's three children down 
To TissiNGTON from Derby town; 
And Allen fays he*ll mend my rhime» 
When e'er I write a fecond time. 
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THE 

COBBLER OF CRIPPI£GATE'S LETTER 
TO ROBERT LLOYD, A. M. 

TTNUS'D to vcrfc, and tir'd, Heav'n knows, 
^^ Of drudging on in heavy profe. 
Day after day, year after year. 
Which I have fent the Gazbttssr; 
Now, for the firft time, I effay 
To write in your own eafy way. 
And now, O Lloyd, I wifh I had. 
To go that road your ambling pad. 
While you, with all a poet's pride. 
On the great horfe of verfe might ride. 
You leave the road that's rough and ftoney. 
To pace and whittle with your poney ; 
Sad proof to us you're Uncy grown. 
And fear to gall your huckle-bone. 
For he who rides a nag fo fmall. 
Will foon, we fear, ride none at all. 

There are, and nought gives more offence^ 
Who have fome fav'rite excellence. 
Which evermore they introduce. 
And bring it into conftant ufe. 
Thus Gar RICK ftiU in ev'ry part 
Has paufe, and attitude, and ftait ; 
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The paufe, I will allow, is good. 
And fo, perhaps, the attitude ; 
The ftart too's fine: but if not fcarcc. 
The tragedy becomes a farce. 

I have too, pardon me, fome quarrel. 
With other branches of your laurel. 
I hate the flile, that ftill defends 
Yourfelf, or praifes all your friends. 
As if the club of wits was met 
To make eulogiums on the Set; 
Say, muft the town for ever hear. 
And no Re-vieiver dare to fneer. 
Of Thornton's humour, Garric'k's nature. 
And Colman's wit, and Churchill's fatire ? 
Churchill, who — let it not offend. 
If I make free, though he's your friend. 
And fure we cannot want excufe. 
When Churchill's nam'd, for fmart abufc— 
Churchill! who ever loves to raife 
On flander's dung his mulhroom bays : 
The prieft, I grant, has fomething clever, 
A fomething that will laft for ever : 
Let him, in part, be made your pattern, 
Whofe muie, now queen, and now a ilattern, 
Trick'd out in Rose i ad rales the roaft, 
1 urns trapes and trollop in the Ghost, 
By turns both tickles us, and warms. 
And, drunk or fober« has her charms. 
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Garrick, to whom with lath and plaiftcr 
You try to raife a fine pilafter. 
And found on Lear and Macbeth, 
His monument e*en after death, 
GARRiCK'sa dealer in grimaces, 
A haberdafher of wry faces, 
A hypocrite, in all his ftages. 
Who laughs and cries for hire and wages ; 
As undertakers' men draw grief 
From onion in their handkerchief. 
Like real mourners cry and fob. 
And of their paffions make a job. 

And CoLMAN too, that little finner. 
That effay- weaver, drama-fpinncr. 
Too much the comic Sock will ufe. 
For 'tis the law muft find him Shoes» 
And though he thinks on fame's wide ocean 
He fwims, and has a pretty motion. 
Inform him, Lloyd, for all his grin 
That Harhy Fielding holds his chin. 

Now higher foar, my mufe, and higher. 
To Bonn el Thornton, hight Efquijrc! 
The only man to make us laugh, 
A very Peter Paragraph; 
The grand conducler and advifer 
In Chronicle, and Advertiser, 
Who ftill delights to run his rig 
On Citizen and Periwig! 
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Good fenfe, I know, though da(h*d with oddity. 
In Thornton is no fcarce commodity; 
Much learning too I can defciy. 

Beneath his perriwig doth lie 

—I beg his pardon, I declare. 

His grizzle's gone for greafy hair. 

Which now the wag with cafe can fcrue. 

With dirty ribband in a qaeue— 

But why negleif^ (his trade forfaking 

For fcribbling, and for merry-making,) 

With tye to overlhade that brain. 

Which might have fhone in Warwick-Lane ? 

Why not, with fpeftacles on nofe. 

In chariot lazily repofe, 

A formal, pompous, deep phyfician. 

Himself a Sign-fost exhibition? 

But hold, my Mufc! you run a-head : 
And Where's the clue that fhall unthread 
The maze, wherein you are entangled ? 
While out of tune the bells arc jangled 
Through rhimes rough road that fervc to deck 
My jaded Pegafus his neck. 
My mufe with Llotd alone contends: 
Why then fall foul upon his friends ? 
Unlefs to (hew, like handy-dandy. 
Or Churchill's Ghost, or Tristram ShandIi 
Now here, now there, with quick progreffion» 
How fmartly you can make digreflion : 

Your 
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Your rambling fpirit now confine. 
And fpeak to Lloyd in ev'jy line* 

Tell me then, Llotd, what is't you m^aa 
By cobbling up a Magazine ? 
A Magazine, a wretched Olio 
Farloin'd from quarto and from folio. 
From Pamphlet, News-paper, and Book ; 
Which toft up by a monthly cook. 
Borrows fine ihapes, and titles new. 
Of fricafee and rich ragout. 
Which dunces dreft, as well as you. 

Say, is't for you, your wit tp coop. 
And tumble through this narrow hoop si 
The body thrives, and fo the mind. 
When both are free and unconfin*d; 
But hamefs'd in Uke hackney tit. 
To run the monthly ftage of wit. 
The racer ftumbks in the fhaft. 
And (hews he was npt meant for draft* 
Pot-bellied gluttons, flavcsof tafte. 
Who bind in leathern belt their waift. 
Who lick their lips at ham or haunch. 
But hate to fee the ftrotting paunch. 
Full often rue the pain that's felt 
From circumfcription of the belt. 
Thus women too we ideots call. 
Who lace their Ihapes too clofe and fmall* 
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Tight ftays, they find, oft end in humps^ 
And take, too late, alas ! to jumps. 
The Chinefe ladies cramp their feet. 
Which feem, indeed, both fmall and neat« 
While the dear creatures langh and talk. 
And can do ev'ry thing — ^but walk ; 
Thus you, " who trip it as you go 
On the light fantaftic toe,'* 
And in the Ring are ever feen^ 
Or Rotten-Roiv of Magazine, 
Will cramp your mufe in four-foot verfe. 
And find at laft your eafe your curfe. 
Clio already humbly begs 
You'd give her leave to flretch her legs^ 
For though fometimes (he takes a leap. 
Yet quadrupeds can only creep. 

While Namby-Pamby thus you fcribble. 
Your manly genius a mere fribble, 
Pinn'd down, and fickly, cannot vapour* 
Nor dares to fpring, or cut a caper. 

Roufe then, for (hame, your ancient fpirit I 
Write a great work ! a work of merit! 
The conduft of your friend examine. 
And give a Prophecy op Famine; 
Or like yourfelf, in days of yore. 
Write Actors, as you did before: 
Write what may pow'rful friends create you. 
And make your prefeat friends all hate you. 
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Learn not a ihuffling, fhambling, pace. 

But go ereft with manly grace ; 

For Ovid fays, and pr*ythee heed it, 

Os homini fuhlime dedit. 

But if you ftill wafte all your prime 

In fpinning Lilliputian rhyme. 

Too long your genius will lie fallow. 

And Robert Lloyd be Robert Shallow* 
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ON RHYME. 

A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A FRIEND* 

BRING paper. Ash, and let me fend 
My hearty fcrvice to my friend. 

How pure the paper looks and white ! 
What pity 'tis that folks will write. 
And on the face of candour fcrawl 
With defperate ink, and heart of gall! 
Yet thus it often fares with thofc 
Who, gay and eafy in their /r^. 
Incur ill-nature's ugly crime. 
And lay about 'em in their rhyme. 

No man more generous, frank and kind. 
Of more ingenuous focial mind. 
Than Churchill, yet though Churchill hear, 
I will pronounce him too fevere. 
For, whether fcribbled at or not. 
He writes no name without a blot. 

Yet let me urge one honed plea ? 
Say, is the Mufe in fault or He ? 
The man, whofe genius thirds for praife. 
Who boldly plucks, not waits the bays ; 
Who drives his rapid car along. 
And feds the energy of fong; 
Writes, from the impui/e of the Mufe, 
WluLt fober leafoa na^ ic(\x&« 
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My Lord, who lives and writes at cafe, 
(Sure to be pleas'd, as fare to pleafe) 
And draws from filver-ftand his pen. 
To fcribble fonnets «tfw and then ; 
Who writes not what he truly feels. 
But rather what he flily fteals. 
And patches up, in courtly phrafe. 
The manly fenfe of better days ; 
Whofe dainty Mufe is only kift; 
But as his dainty Lordlhip lift. 
Who treats her like a Miftre/s ftill. 
To turn her off, and keep at will ; 
Knows not the labour, pains, and ftrife* 
Of him who takes the Mufe to Wife. 
For then the poor good-natur'd man 
Mufl bear his burden as he can ; 
And if my lady prove a (brew. 
What would you have the hufband do ? 

Say, (hould he thwart her inciinatioQ 
To work his own, and her vexation ? 
Or giving madam all her rein. 
Make marriage but a filken chain? 
Thus we, who lead poetic lives. 
The hen-peck'd culls of vixen wives. 
Receive their orders, and obey. 
Like hufbands in the common way : 
And when we write with too mach phlegm« 
The fault is not in us, but them: 
True fervants always at command, 
Wc MJ the fen; ibty guide the hani^ 



^6q LLOYD'S POEMS. 

Why need I urge (o plain a fa^ 
To you who catch me in the ad ? 
And fee me, (ere I've faid my grace. 
That is, put Sir in proper place. 
Or with epiftolary bow. 
Have prefaced, as I fcarce know how,) 
You fee me, as I faid before. 
Run up and down a page or more. 
Without one word of tribute due 
To friendfhip's altar, and to you. 
Accept, then, in or out of time. 
My honeft thanks, though writ in rhyme. 
And thefe once paid, (to obligations 
Repeated thanks grow dale vexations. 
And hurt the liberal donor more 
Than all his lavifh gifts before,) 
I fkip about, as whim prevails. 
Like your own frifky goats in Wal e9. 
And follow where the Mufe (hall lead. 
O'er hedge and ditch, o'er hill or mead. 

Well might the * Lordly writer praifc 
The firft inventor o£^Efays, 
Where wanton fancy gaily rambles. 
Walks, paces, gallops, trots, and ambles ; 
And all things may be fung or faid. 
While drowfy Method's gone to bed. 
And bleft the poet, or the rhymift, 
(For furely none of the fublimeft) 
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Who prancing in his cafy mode, 
Down this cpiftolary road, 
Firft taught the Mufe to play the fool, 
A truant from the pedant's fchool. 
And Ikipping, like a tafteUfs dunce, 
0*cr all the Unities at once ; 
(For fo we keep but clink and rfajone, 
A fig for Action, Plage, and Time.) 

But critics, (who fUU judge by rules, 
Tranfmitted down as guides to fools. 
And howfoe'er they prate about 'em. 
Drawn from wife folks who writ without *em;) 
Will Wame this frolic, wild excurfion. 
Which fancy takes for her diverfion. 
As inconfiftent with the law. 
Which keeps the fober Mufe in awe. 
Who dares not for her life difpenie. 
With fuch mechanic chains for fenfe* 

Yet men are often apt to blame 
Thofe errors they'd be proud to claim. 
And if their fldU, of pigmy fize. 
To glorious darings cannot rife. 
From critic fpleen and pedant phlegm. 
Would make all genius creep with them* 

Nay, e'en profcflbrs of the art. 
To prove their wit betray their heart. 
And fpeak againft themfelves, to Ihow, 
What they would hate the world (hou'd know, 
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As when the meafur'd couplets curfe. 
The manacles of Gothic vcrfc. 
While the trim bard in eajfy drains^ 
Talks much oi fetters^ clogs, and chaifts; 
He only aims that you (hould think» 
How charmingly he makes them clink» 
So have I feen in tragic ftride« 
The hero of the Mourning Bride« 
Sullen and fulky tread the ftagCj, 
Till* fixt attention to engage. 
He flings his fetter'd arms about. 
That all may find Alphonso out. 

Oft have I heard it faid by thofe. 
Who moft fhou'd blufh to be her foes. 
That rhyme's impertinent vexation. 
Shackles the brave imagination. 
Which longs with eager zeal to try 
Her tracklefs path above the (ky. 
But that the clog upon her feet, 
Reftrains her flight, and damps her heat. 

From BoiLEAu down to his tranflators. 
Dull paraphrafls, and imitators. 
All rail at metre at the time 
They write and owe their fenfe to rhyme. 
Had H E fo maul'd his gentle foe. 
But for that lucky word Qy i n e a u t ? 
Or had his ftrokes been half fo fine. 
Without that olofing name Cotin ? 

Ye 
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Yet dares He on this very theme. 
His own Apollo to blafpheme. 
And talk of wars 'twixt rhyme and (enfe^ 
And murders which enfu'd from thence^ 
As if they both refolv*d to meet. 
Like Theban Tons, in mutual heat. 
Forgetful of the ties of brother. 
To maim and mafTacre each other* 

'Tis true, fometimes to coftive brains, 
A couplet cofts exceeding pains ; 
But where the fancy waits the (kill 
Of fluent eafy drefs at will. 
The thoughts are oft, like colts which ftray 
From fertile meads, and lofe their way, 
Clapt up and faften'd in the pound 
Of meafur'd rhyme, and barren found. 

—What are thefe jarring notes I hear. 
Grating harlh difcord on my earl 
How fhriJI, how coarfe, th' unfettled tone. 
Alternate 'twixt a fqueak and drone, 
Worfe than the fcrannel pipe of ftraw. 
Or mufic grinding on a fawl 
Will none that horrid fiddle break ? 
-^) fpare it for GiAHDiNi'sfake. 
'Tis Hisy and only errs by chance, 
Play'd by the hand of ignorance. 

From this alluiion I infer, 
'Tis not the art^ but artifb err, 

S 4 Ks.\ 
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And rhyme's a fiddle^ fweet indeed^ 
When touch'd by thofe who well can lead, 
Whofe varied notes harmonious flow. 
In tones prolong'd from fweeping bow ; 
But harfh the founds to ear and mind. 
From the poor fidler lame and blind. 
Who begs in muiic at your door. 
And thrums Jack Latin o er and o'er* 

Some Mi L T o N-mad, (an affedhtion 
Cleaned up from college education) 
Approve no verfe, but that which flows 
In epithetic meafur*d profe. 
With trim expreflions daily dreft 
Stol'n, mifapply'd, and not confeft. 
And call it writing in the flile 
Of that great Homer of our ifle. 
Whilom t *what time, efifoons and erft^ 
(So profe is oftentimes htverft) 
Sprinkled with quaint fantaflic phrafe. 
Uncouth to ears of modern days. 
Make up the metre, which they call 
Blank, classick blank, their All in AH, 

Can only blank admit fublime ? 
Go read and meafurc Dr yd en's rhyme. 
Admire the magic of his fong. 
See how his numbers roll along. 
With eafe and ftrength and varied paufe. 
Nor cramp'd by found, nor metre's laws. 
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Is harmony the gift of rhyme ? 
Read> if you can, your Milton's chime; 
Where tafte, not wantonly feverc. 
May find the meafure, not the ear. 

As rhyme, rich rhyme, was DiiYDENVchoice> 
And blank has Milton's nobler ?oice> 
I deem it as the fubjedb lead. 
That either meafure will fucceed* 
That rhyme will readily admit 
Of fancy, numbers, force and wit ; 
But though each couplet has its flrength^ 
It paUs in works of epic length. 

For who can bear to read or hear. 
Though not offenfive to the ear. 
The mighty Blackmore gravely fing 
Of Arthur Prince, and Arthur King, 
Heroic poems without number. 
Long, lifelefs, leaden, lulling lumber; 
Nor pity fuch laborious toil. 
And lofs of midnight time and oil ? 
Yet glibly runs each jingling line. 
Smoother, perhaps, than yours or mine. 
But ftiU, (though peace be to the dead,) 
The dull, dull poems weigh down lead. 

So have I feen upon the road, 
A waggon of a mountain's load, 
Broad-wheePd and drawn by horfes eight, 
fair'd like great folks who ftrut in ftate: 
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While the gay (leeds> as proad as ftrong. 
Drag the flow tottering weight along. 
Each as the deep afcent he climbs. 
Moves to his bells, and walks in chimes* 

The Mufes dwelt on Ovid's tongue. 
For Ovid never faid, buty^^g-. 
And Pop E (for Pop e affeds the fame) 
In numbers lijp'd^ for numbers came. 
Thus, in hiftoric page I've read 
Of fome queen's daughter, fairy-bred. 
Who could not either cough or fpit. 
Without fome precious flow of wit. 
While her fair lips were as a fpout. 
To tumble pearls and diamonds out. 

Yet, though dame nature may beftow 
This knack of verfe, and jingling flow : 
{And thoufands have that impulfe felt. 
With whom the Mufes never dwelt) 
Though it may fave the laboring brain 
From many a thought-perplexing pain. 
And while the rhyme prefents itfelf. 
Leaves Btsshb untouched upon the flielf ; 
Yet more demands the critic ear. 
Than the two catch-words in the rear. 
Which (land like watchmen in the clofe. 
To keep the verfe from being profe. 
But when reflcftion has refin'd 
This boiil'roas bias of the mind. 
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When harmony enriches fenfe^ 

And borrows ftronger charms from thence. 

When genius fteers by judgment's kws 

When proper cadence, varied pauie 

Shew nature's ftrength combined with art. 

And through the ear pofTefs the heart; 

Then numbers come, and all before 

Is bab, dab, fcab — mere rhymes— no more. 

Some boaft, which none could e'er impart, 
A fecret principle of art. 
Which gives a melody to rhyme 
Unknown to Bards in antient rime* 
And BoiLEAU leaves It as a rule 
To all who enter Phoebus' fchool. 
To make the metre ftrong and fine. 
Poets write firft youry^ro^/line, 
•Tis folly all— No poet flows 
In tuneful verfe, who thinks in profc ; 
And all the mighty fecret here 
Lies in the nicenefs of the ear. 

E'en in this meafure, when the mafe. 
With genuine eafe, her way purfues. 
Though (he aflfedl to hide her ikiU, 
And walks the town in difhabille. 
Something peculiar will be fecn 
Of air, or grace, in (hape or mien. 
Which will, though cardefly difplay'd, 
DifUnguifh Ma dam from her maid» 
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Here^ by the way of critic fample, 
I give the precept and example. 
Four feet, you know, in cv'ry line 
Is Prior's meafiue, and is mine; 
Yet Tafte wou'd ne'er forgive the crime 
* To talk of mine with Prior's rhyme. 

Yet, take it on a Poet's word. 
There are who foolilhly have err'd. 
And marr'd their proper reputation. 
By (ticking cloie to imitation. 
A double rhyme is often fought 
At ftrange expence of time and thought ; 
And though fometimes a lucky hit 
May give a zcft to Butler's wit; 
Whatever makes the meafure halt 
Is beauty feldom, oft a fault. . 
For when we fee the wit and pains. 
The twitting of the ftubbom brains. 
To cramp the fenfe within the bound 
Of fome queer double treble found : 
Hard is the Mufe's .travail, and 'tis plain 
'Tis pinion'd fenfe, and Ease in Pain; 
'Tis like a foot that's wrapt about 
With flannel in the racking gout. 
But here, methinks, 'tis more than time 
To wave both fimile and rhyme ; 
For while, as pen and Mufes pleafe, 
I talk fo much of eafe and eafe. 
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Though the word's mcntion'd o'er and o'er, 
I fcarce have thought of yours before. 

•Tis true, when writing to one's friend^ 
*Tis a rare fclence when to end. 
As 'tis with wits a common fin 
To want th* attention to begin. 
So, Sir, (at lad indeed} adieu ^ 
Believe ine, as you'll find me, true; 
And if henceforth, at any time, 
Apollo whifpers you in rhyme. 
Or Lady Fancy fliould difpofe 
Your mind to fally out in profe, 
I (hall receive, with hallow'd awe. 
The Mufe's mail from Flexney's draw^ 
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TO A FRIEND WHO SENT THE AUTHOR A 
HAMPER OF WINE. 

Dec/fit Exemplar witiu imitabile, HoR. 

UOND of the loofe familiar vein, 

'■• Which neither tires, nor cracks the brain. 

The Mufe is rather truant grown 

To buckram works of higher tone ; 

And though perhaps her pow'rs of rhyme. 

Might rife to fancies more fublime. 

Prefers this eafy down-hill road. 

To dangerous leaps at five-barr'd Od b. 

Or ftarting in the Claflic race 

Jack-booted for an Epic chace. 

That Bard, as other Bards, divine. 
Who was a/acris to the Nine, 
Dan Prior I mean, with natural eafc, 
f For what's not nature cannot pleafe) 
Would fometimes make his rhyming bow. 
And greet his friend as I do now ; 
And, howfoe'er the critic train 
May hold my judgment rather vain. 

Allow 
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Allow me one refcmblance true, 

I have my friend, a Shepherd ♦ too. 

You know, dear Sir, the Mufes nine. 
Though fober Maids are wooed in wine. 
And therefore, as beyond a doubt. 
You've found my dangling foible out. 
Send me nedlareous Infpiration, 
Though others read Intoxication. 
For there are thofc who vainly ufe 
This grand Elixir of the Mufe, 
And fancy in their apiOi fit. 
An idle trick of maudlin wit. 
Their genius takes a daring flight, 
'Bovc Find us, or Plinlimmon's height. 
Whilft more of madman than of poet. 
They're drunk indeed, and do not know it. 

The Bard, whofe charming meafure flows 
With all the native eafe of profe. 
Who, without flafhy vam ptetence. 
Has beft adorn'd Eternal Senfe, 
And, in his chearful moral page. 
Speaks to mankind in every age ; 
Tells us, from folks whofe fituation 
Makes them the mark of obfervation. 
Example oft gives Folly rife. 
And Imitation clings to Vice. 

* Dr. Richard Shepherd, Author of 1 dlda^ic Poem called 
The Nuptials. 
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£ N N I u s could never write, 'ti« faid. 
Without a bottle in his head ; 
And your own Horace quaffed his wine 
In plenteous draughts at Bacchus' (hrine | 
Nay, Addison would oft unbend, 
T' indulge his genius with a friend ; ' 
(For fancy, which is often dry, 
Muft wet her wings, or cannot fly) 
What precedents for fools to follow 
Are Ben, the Devil and Apollo f 
While the great gawky Admiration, 
Parent of ftupid imitation, 
Intrinfic proper worth negle^. 
And copies Errors and Defers. 

The man, fecure in ftrength of Parts, 
Has no recourfe to ihuiRing Arts, 
Seeks not his nature to difguife. 
Nor heeds the people's tongues, or eyes. 
His wit, his faults at once difplays, 
Carelefs of envy, or of praife; 
And foibles, which we often find 
Juft on the furface of the mind. 
Strike common eyes, which can't difcem 
What to avoid, and what to learn. 

Errors in wit confpicaoos grow. 
To ufe Gay's words, like fpecks in fnow; 
Yet it were kind, at leaft, to make 
Allowance for the merit's fake % 
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And when fuch beauties fill the eye*. 
To let the blemiihes go by. 
Flagaeon your pbUoTopluc fots I 
111 view the fun widiouc ks i^ts. 

Wits are peculiaf in their mode; 
They cannot bear the hackney road 
And will contradb habitual ways. 
Which fober people cannot praife. 
And fools admire: Sach fools I hatef 
—Begone, ye flafes, who imitate. 

PoorSpuRius! eager to deftray 
And murder hauss hs can't enjoy. 
The laft of witlings, next to donee. 
Would fain turn Genius all at once. 
But that the wretch mHlakes his aim. 
And thinks a Libertine the hxnc 
Connected as die hand and glove. 
Is Madam Poetry and Lovb ; 
Shall not He then poflefs his Muie, 
And fetch CoaiNNxfrom the ftewi, 
Tbt burthen of his amorous verfe. 
And charming melter of his purfe» 
While bafpy Re&us tells. the name 
Of His and Drury's common Flame f 
How will the wretch at BacchuV fhiios. 
Betray the caufe of wit and wine;. 
And wade in bawdy, port, and pun. 
In tafle a very Goth or ttffir, 

Vofc. LXVm. T '^^^t; 
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Thofc little hours, of vahic more 
Than all the round of time before ; 
When fancy brightens with the flafk. 
And the heart fpeaks without a maik? 

Muft Thou, whofe genius, dull and cool^ 
Is muddy as the flagnant pool ; 
Whofe torpid foul and fluggtfh brains^ 
Dullnefs pervades, and Wine difdains ; 
Muft Thou to nightly taverns run, 
Apollo's gueft, and Jonson's fon ? 
And in thy folly's beaftly fit. 
Attempt the fallies of a wit ? 
Art thou the child of Phoeb us* choir ? 
Think of the Adage— Afs and Lyre*. 

If thou wouldft really fucceed. 
And be a mimic wit indeed. 
Let Dryden lend thee Sheffield's bIows> 
Or like Will, Davenaht lofe your nofe. 

O Lucia N, Sire of antient wit. 
Who wedding Humour, didft beget 
I'hofe dodors in the laughing fchool, 
Thofe Giant fons of Ridicule, 
Swift, Rab'lais, and + that favourite Child, 
Who, lefs excentrically wild. 
Inverts the mifanthropic Plan, 
And hating vices, hates not Man : 

* Afinus ad Lynm. 
f The late uasduUcUKv&YFxxiDiMc, l.\. 
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tiow do I love thy gibing van ! 

Which glances at the mimic train 

Of (bts, who proud as modern beaux 

Of birth .day fuits, and tinlcl cloaths, 

Afiedting cynical grimace 

With philofophic ftupid face. 

In dirty hue, with naked feet, ' 

In rags and tatters, ftrole the ftreet; 

Os T E N s I V E L Y exceeding wife ; 

But Knaves, and Fools, and walking Liesj ' 

External Mimicry their plan. 

The monkey's copy after Man. 

Wits too pofTefs this afiedation^ 
And live a life of imitation, ^' 
Are Slovens, Revellers and Brutes, 
Laborious, abfent, prattlers, Afutes, 
From fome example handed dowii 
Of fome great Genius of Renown, 

IfAoDisoN, from habit's trick. 
Could bite his fingers to the quick. 
Shall not I nibble from defign. 
And be an Addison to mine? 
If Pope moft feelingly conaplains 
Of aching head, and throbbing pains. 
My head and arm his pofture hit. 
And I already ach^ for wit* 
If Ch u Rc H I L L, following nature's call, 
a^ bead that never aches at ali, 

Ta ^v^ 
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With bonungbrow, and heayj qre, 
in give my looks and pain tbe Lye. 

If huge taD wonk of tennii^tion^ 
Which aik a Critic's explanatioo^ 
Come rolling oat along with thought^ 
And feem to ftand jnft whcie they ought; 
If langaage more ia gfiunmar die^ 
With greater emphafis expxeft, 
Unftudied, unafibacd flows. 
In fome. great Wit's cmeoerfing proic; 
If from the tongue the period round 
Fall into ftyle, and fwell to founds 
Tis nature which he^lUf di^h^» 
And Johnson fpesto a Jobxsom's piarafe 

But can you hear, wkhpiit % fflvle,. 
The formal coxcomb apQ bif ftyltej, 
Whoj moft dogmaticailly wife> 
Attempts to cenfure, and defpife, 
Afiedling what he camiot reach, 
A trim propriety of ijpeech f 
What though his pompous Language wear 
The grand decifive folemn Air, 
Where quaint Antitrbsm prevails. 
And Sentences are wrighed in icalet. 
Can you bow down with reverend awe 
Before this puppet king of feaw \ 
Or hulh'd in mute attention fit. 
To hear this Critic, Pair, Wit, 

Phil«< 
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Philosopher, ail, all «t bnct. 
And to compleat theisi alU thiap-^Bvuct ? 
—All this you'll fay is mighty ftle» 
But what has this to do With Wittef 

Have patience and the Mufe ihaH tcB 
What you, my friend^ know full is wdl* 
Vices in Poets, Wits and Kings* 
Are catching, imitaUe things; 
And frailties flUtiditig cJUt to tiew^ 
Become ike oli$^s fools f^urfoek . 
Thus have I pidures ^ten feeii« 
Where features neither fpeak aof mean^ 
Yet fpite ofall, the Face wili ftrikew : 
And mads us that it fliouki be like^ 
When all the near lefembkncc gi0wi» . 
From fcratch or pimple oa^ Nofe 

To Poets then (I mean not here 
The fcribbling Drudge, or fcribhUng Pcci-^ 
Nor thofe who have the monthly fit. 
The Lunatics of modem Wit) 
To PoKTS Wine is infpnatbn* 
Blockheads get drunk in imiutioiu 

As different Liqnofii di^rent ways 
A£fedl the body, fomefimes faile ' . 
The fancy to ah tagle'a flight. 
And m^e ioSt hearl Feel wbhdfbiu ligEt ; 
At other timis the circling mug, 
like L^TBs's draughtj or opiate ira^* 
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Will ftrike the fcnfcs on a heap. 
When Folka talk wife, who udk afleep; 
A whimfical imagination. 
Might form a whioafical relation. 
How every Author writes and thinks 
Analagous to what he drinks. 
While quaint Gonjedlure's lucky hit. 
Finds out his bev'ragc in his Wit. 

Ye goodly dray^nfm^h Mufes, hail I 
Mum, Porter, Stingo, Mild and Stalk, 
And chiefly thou of boafled fam^. 
Of Roman and Imperial name; 
d Purl! all hail I rfiy vot'ry fteals. 
His dockings dangKng at his heels. 
To where fome pendent head invites 
The Bard to fet his own tonights. 
Who feeks thy influence divine. 
And pours libatiom^ on thy (hrine, 
Li wormwood draughts of infpiration^ 
To whet his foul for defamation. 

Hail too, your Domes ! whofc Matter's Ml 
Takfs up illuftrious folka at will, • ' 
And cardefs or of place or name, 
£^i&^>/z^/ and ^tfxr^i to public fame 
Fine garter'd Knights, blue, red, or green. 
Lords, Earls ^i^d. Qukes, nay King, or Queen, 
And fometim^s pairs them both together, . 
To dangle to the wind and weather ; 

Qt 
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Or claps fome mighty General thcie, / " 

Who has not any head to fpaxe. 

Or if it more his fancy fuit, 

Pourtrays or fifti, or bird, or brute. 

And lures the gaping, thirfty gueft. 

To Scott's entire ^ or Trueman's left. 

Ye chequered Domes thrice hail ! for hence 
The fiic of Wit, the froth of Senfe, . • 
Here gentle Puns, ambiguous Joke, 
Burft forth oracular in fmoke. 
And Infpiration pottle deep c ' . 

Forgets her fons, and falls afl^p. 
Hence iflue Treatifes and Rhymes, 
The Wit and Wonder of the Times, 
Hence Scandal, Piracies and Lies, 
Defenfi ve Pamphlets on Ex ci s e ^ 
The murderous Articles of News, 
And pert Theatrical Reviews. 
Hither, as to their Urns, repair, - ; ' 

Bard, Publifher, and minor Play'r, 
And o'er the Porter's foaming head 
Their venom'd malice nightly ihed. 
And aim their batteries of dirt 
At Genius, which they cannot hurt. 

Smack not their works, if verfc or profe 
Offend your eye, or ear, or nofe. 
So frothy, vapid, ftale, hum-drum. 
Of Stingo, Porter, Purl and Mum ? 

T 4. K^^ 



%U LLOYD*$ POXMS« ' 

And wfaen the makfobuiy jokeij 
Cannot 70a find the Lady fmokes f 
And fpite of all her infpiration. 
Betrays her alehode education f 

Alas I how Tery few are fbnnd, 
Whofe ftyle taftes neat and full and found! 
In Wi L mot's loofe nngorera'd vrin 
There is» I grants much^iirw/CHAMPAroy« 
And Dorset's lines all palates hit« 
The very Burgundy of wit. 
But when» obedient to the moda 
Of panegyric, courtly ode. 
The bard beftrides his annual hack. 
In vain I taile, and fip and fmack, 
I find no flavour of the Sac^ 
But while I ramble and refine 
On flavour. Style, and Wit and Wine, 
Your Claret, which I would not wafle^ 
Recalls me to my proper tafle ; 
So ending, as 'tis more than time. 
At once my Letter, glafs and rhyme, 
I take this bumper off to you, 
'Tis SHirHE&D's health'— dear fikodj adieu. 
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THE CANDLE AND SNUFPfiRSL 

A f A B L £. 

** "VTO author ever i^arM a bf6ther: 

•' AN Wits are game cocks to OnC.aftb^/* 

But no antipathy fo &iong. 

Which afts fo fiercely, lafts fo long 

As that which rages in the breaft 

0£ critic, and of <wit profeft : 

When, eager for fome bold empcizc. 

Wit, Titan-like, affeds the Ikies^ 

When, full of energy divine. 

The mighty dupe of all the nine. 

Bids his kite foar on paper wing, ^. 

The critic comes, and cuts the ilri^g | 

Hence dire contention often grows 

'Twixt man of verfe, and manof pvQ&| 

While profe^man deems the verfe-maa fbolj 

And meafures wit by line aad ruki . 

And, as he lops off fancy's liail>» . : 

Turns executioner of whim t 

While genius, which too oft dijdaiai 

To bear e'en honouraUe chains ; 

(Such as a flieriflPs felf might wear 

Or grace the wifdom «f a mayV} 

Turns rebel to dame kiASoK'l duoae 

And holds no ju(%meflit l&« bis dWfU 

3 ntx 
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Yet while they fpatter mutual dirt, 
Li idle threats that canoQt hurt, 
Methinks they waftc a deal of time. 
Both fool in profe, and fool in rhygie ; 
And when the angry bard exclaims. 
And calls a thoofand pdtiy names, . . • 
- He doth his critic mighty wrong. 
And hurts the dignity of fong. 

The prefatory matter paft 
The tale, or ftory, comes at lafl. 

A candle ftucfc in flaring ftate 
Within the nozzle of FVcnch plate. 
Tow 'ring aloft with fmoaky light. 
The fnuff and flame of wondrous height, 
(For, virgin yet of amputation. 
No force had ch(xk'd its ihclinarion) 
Sullen addrefs'd with confcions pride. 
The dormant fntt€eis at its iide. 
" Mean vulgar fools, whofe envious aim 
** Strikes at the vitals of my flame, 
*' Your rude aflanlt» (hall hurt no more« 
" See how my beams triumphant foar! 
'* See how I gayly blaze alone 
•• With ftrength, with luftre all my own. 

** Luftre, good fir!*' thefnuflfers cried, 
<* Alas ! how ignorant is pride I 
*' Thy light whiph wavers round the room, 
'f Shews as the couatcrftk of ^oom^ 
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** Thy fnuff which idly tow'rs fo high 
«* Will waftc thy cffencc by and by, 
»* Which, as I prize thy laftre dear 
^ «« I fain would lop to make thee cleaf. ^ 

•» Boaftnot, old friend, thy random rays,. 
«* Thy wafting ftrength, and quiv'ring blaze, 
«* You Ihine but as a beggar's link, 
«» To bum away, and die in ftink, 
«* No merit waits unfteady light, 
^* Youmuftburn/rK^aswellasirrfi&/.-* • 

Toet$ like candles 23X are pufiers. 
And critics are the candle fnuffers. 
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THE TEMPLE OF FAVOOfc 
TO WILLIAM KENRICiL. 

THOU.GH pilot in the (hip no more. 
To bring tiie cai;^ fafe to thore *| 
Permit, as time and place a^ord, 
A paiTenger to come aboard. 

The fhcpherd t^kb f^rvtfA die deep, 
When all its tempefb were afleep> 
Dreamt not of danger ; glad was he 
To fell his flock, and put to fea: 
The confeqaence has iEsop told. 
He loft his venture, Iheep and gold. 
So fares it with us fons of rhyme. 
From doggrel wit, to wit fuUime ; 
On ink's calm ocean all feems clear. 
No fands affright, no rocks appear ; 
No lightnings blaft, no thunders roar; 
No furges laih the peaceful (hore; 
Till, all too vent'rous from the land. 
The tempefts dafh us on the ftrand : 
Then the low pirate boards the deck. 
And fons of theft enjoy the wreck. 

The harlot mufe fo paffing gay. 
Bewitches only to betray; 

Thoagh 

* When this was pabliflMd m \ht Sici:[dL\i»fti't Ua^^ine Mr. 
;}k}i hid fclii^ttiihed diie cmi4ii& ^ tdMX^ <^ 
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Though fo^ a wh^ witb frfy aif. 
She fmooths th^ reggei Woiiv tf p^ie, 
Aftd laps the mind in flow'17 d^mm* 
With fancy's tran^toiy jbams . 
Fond of the nothings ihe beftows^ 
We wake at M to real woes* 

Through ev'i^ zfff, im ev'ij plape» 
CqsMft welt the poet's cafe; 
By turns prote^led and caaFd&'d» 
Defam'd^ dependent^ and diftrefs'd; 
The joke of wit», the h«ie of flaTcs, 
The curfe of fook> die butt of knares ; 
Too proud to ftoop for feivik eoia. 
To lacquey rogues^ ot flatter ftknds; 
With prodigality to gi¥e. 
Too carelefs of the meamft to live : 
The bubble fame intent to. gam. 
And yet too lazy to maintain ; 
He quits the world he never priz'd. 
Pitied by few, by more defpis'd; 
And loft to friends, qpprsfs'd by foes» 
Sinks to the nothing whence he rofe« 

O glorious trade, for witS a trade. 
Where men are ruin'd more than made* 
Let crazy Lee, neglected Gay, 
The (habby Otwat, D&tdsn gtey, 
Thofe tuneful fervants of the nine, 
(Not that I blend' their name with mine}' 
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Rq)eat their lives, their works, their famcy 

And teach the world fome afeful ihame. 

At firft the Poet idly ftrays 

Along the grecnfward path of praife. 

Till on his joamies up and down. 

To fee, and to be feen, in town. 

What with ill-natur'd flings and rubs 

From flippant bucks, and hackney fcrubs. 

His toils through duil, through dirt, throogfa gravdi 

Take off his appetite for travel, 

Tranfient is fame's immediate breathy 
Though it blows Wronger after death i 
Own then, with Martial, after fate 
If glory comes, (he comes too late. 
For who'd his time and labour give 
For praife, by which he cannot live ? 

But in Apollo's court of fame 
(In this all courts are much the fame} 
By Favour folks muft make their way. 
Favour, which Ms, perhaps, a day. 
And when you've twirl'd yourfelf about 
To wriggle /«, you're wriggled outm 
'Tis from the funlhine of her eyes 
Each courtly infeft lives or dies ; 
*Tis (he difpenfes all the graces 
Of profits, penfions, honours, places; 
And in her light capricious fits 
Makes wiu of fools, and fools of mt». 

Gives 
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Gives vices, folly, dullnefs birth. 
Nay ftamps the currency on worth ; 
'Tis (he that lends the mufc a fpur. 
And even KiJJing goes by Her. 

Far in the fea a temple (lands 
Built by dame E&ro&'s hafty hands. 
Where in her dome of lucid (hells 
The vifionary godde(s dwells. 
Here o'er her fubjed fons of earth 
Regardlefs or of place, or worth. 
She rules triumphant ; and fupplies 
The gaping world with hopes and lies. 
Her throne, which weak and tott'ring feems. 
Is built upon the wings of dreams ; 
The fickle winds her altars bear 
Which quiver to the (hifting air ; 
Hither hath Reason feldom brought 
The child of Virtue or of Thought, 
And Justice with her equal face. 
Finds this, alas ! no throne of Grace, 

Caprice, Opinion, Fashion wait. 
The porters at the temple's gate. 
And as the fond adorers prefs 
Pronounce fantallic happinefs ; 
While Favour with a Syren's fmile. 
Which might Ulysses' felf beguile, 
Prefents the fparkling bright libation. 
The nectar of intoxication ; 
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And fammoning her ev'iy gnce 

Of winning charms, and ebearfol faccu 

Smiles away Reafon fiom hk throw* 

And makes his votaries ber own : 

Inftant refoonds the voice of fame ; 

Caught with the whiiUinga of their ntaM^' 

The fools grow fantic» in their pridfr 

Contemning all the werld befide : 

Fleas 'd with the gewgaw toys of pow^^ 

The noify pageant oF a» hotir» 

Struts forth the fhitefBian^ haughty, vain^ 

Amidft a fupple fervSe tfun. 

With (hmg, grioiace, nod, wink, and fboe^ 

So proud, he almoft treedt in air; 

While kvee-fools, who Aie for place^ 

Crouch for employment from y» Grace^ 

And e'en good Biiho^, taught to trim, 

Forfake their Go» to bow t9 hinu 

The Poet in that happy booi^ 
Imagination in hia pow'r. 
Walks all abroad, and unconfin'd. 
Enjoys the liberty of mind : 
Dupe to the fmokepf iKm(y praife. 
He vomits forth fonorous htys j 
And, in his fine poetic aag^. 
Planning, poor fi)ul, a deiuUefa page* 
Indulges pride's fantaflic whim. 
And all the Woi^mt nmft wake, to iUJf» 
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A while from fear, from envy free. 
He fleeps on a pacific fca ; 
Lethargic Error for a while 
Deceives him with her fpecious fnule. 
And flatt'ring dreams delufive fhed 
Gay gilded vifions round his head. 

When, fwift as thought^ the goddefs lewd 
Shifts the light gale ; and tempefta rude^ 
Such as the northern fkies deform,- 
When fell Destruction guides the ftoimj 
Tranfport him to fome dreary ille 
Where Favour never deign'd to fmilct 
Where waking, helplefs, all alone, 
'Midft craggy fteeps and rocks miknown; 
Sad fcenes of woe his pride confound. 
And Desolation ftalks around. 
Where the dull months no pleafures bring. 
And years roll round without a fpring ; 
Where He all hopelefs, loft, undone. 
Sees chearlefs days that know no fun ; 
Where jibing Scorn her throne maintains, 
Midft mildews, blights, and blafts, and rains. 

Let others, with fubmiflive knee. 
Capricious goddefs ! bow to Thee ; 
Let them with fixt inceffant aim 
Court fickle favour, faithlefs fame 3 
Let vanity's fafBdious flave 
Lofe the kind moments nature gave. 

Vol, LXVIIL U ^ 
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In invocations to the (hrine 
Of Phcebus and the fabled Nine, 
An Author, to his lateft days. 
From hunger, or from thirft of praife^ 
Let him through every fubjedl roam 
To bring the ufeful moriel home ^ 
Write upon Liberty oppreft. 
On happinefs, when moft diftreft. 
Tarn bookfeller's obfequious tool, 
A monkey's cat, a mere fool's fool ; 
Let him, unhallow'd wretch ! profane 
The mufe's dignity for gain. 
Yield to the dunce his fenfc contemns. 
Cringe to the knave his heart condemns. 
And, at a blockhead's bidding, force 
Reludant genius from his courfe; 
Write ode, epiftle, eflay, libel. 
Make notes, or fteal them, for the bible ; 
Or let him, more judicial, fit 
The dull Lord Chiefs on culprit wit. 
With rancour read, with pafiion blame. 
Talk high, yet fear to put his name. 
And from the daik, but ufeful (hade,. 
(Fit place for murderous ambufcade,) 
Weak monthly (hafts at merit hurl. 
The GiLDON of fome modem Curl* 

For me, by adverfe fortune plac'd 
Far from the colleges of tafte. 
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I joftle no poetic name ; 

I envy none their proper fame; 

And if fometimes an eafy vein. 

With no defign, and little pain, 

Form*d into verfe, hath pleas'd a while. 

And caught the reader's tranfient fmile. 

My mufe hath anfwer'd all her ends, 

Pleafing herfelf, while pleas'd her friends ; 

But, fond of liberty, difdains 

To bear reflraint, or clink her chains ; 

Nor would, to gain a Monarch's favour. 

Let dulnefs, or her fons, enilave her *• 

* Thefe two laft lines were added by Mr, Eleflrick $ to whom 
the piece was origioaUy addicfied* 
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THE SPIRIT OP CONTRADICTION 

A TALE. 

THE very fillieft things in life 
Create the moft material ftrife. 
What fcarce will foffer a debate. 
Will oft produce the bittcrcft hate, 
H is, you fay; I fay *th »ff^— 
Why you grow warm—and you are hot* 
Thus each alike with paffion glows. 
And words come firft, and, after, blowSr 

Sriend Jerkin had an income clear. 
Some fifteen pounds, or more, a year. 
And rented, on the farming plan. 
Grounds at much greater fums per am. 
A inan of confequcnce, no doubt, 
'Mongft all his neighbours round about; 
He was of frank and open mind. 
Too honeft to be much refin'd. 
Would fmoke his pipe, and tell his tale. 
Sing a good fong, and drink his ale. 

His wife was of another mould ; 

Her age was neither young nor old ; 

Her features ftrong, but fomewhat plain ; 

Her air not bad, btkt rather vain; 
a 

Hei 
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Her temper neither new nor ftrange* 

A woman's, vetf apt to change ; 

What (he moil hated was conyidion» 

What (he moft lov'd, flatCoNTRADiCTiox* 

A charming houfcwife ne*erthelcf« ; 
— Tell me a thing (he could not drefs. 
Soups, ha(hes, pickles, puddings, pies. 
Nought came amifs — (he was fo twife* 
For (he, bred twenty miles from town. 
Had brought a world of breeding down» 
And Cumberland had feklom feen 
A farmer's wife with fuch a mein ; 
She could not bear the found of DMme ; 
—No — Miftre/i J EtiKin was her name* 

She could harangue with wond'rous grace 
On gowns and mobs, and caps and lace ; 
But though (he ne'er adorn'd his bfows. 
She had a vaft contempt £dt fpoufe. 
As being one who took no f ride. 
And was a deal too countrified* 
Such were our couple, man and wife; 
Such were their means and ways of life. 

Once on a time, the feafon fair 
For exercife and chearful air. 
It happened in his morning's roam. 
He kill'd his birds, and brought the?! home, 
—Here, Cicely, take away my gun- 
How (hall we have thpie ftarUnga dotstt 

U 3 XyswsX 
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Done! what my love? Your wits arc wild ; 
Starlings, my dear ; they're thrufhes child. 
Nay now but look, confider, wife. 
They're ftarlings— No— upon my life : 
Sure I can judge as well as you, 
I know a thruih and darling too* 
Who was it (hot them, you or I ? 
They're ftarlings— thrufhes — zounds yoH lie. 
Pray, Sir, take back your dirty word, 
I fcom your language as your bird ; 
It ought to make a hufband blufh. 
To treat a wife fo 'bout a thrufli. 
Thruih, Cicely!— Yes— a ftarling— No, 
The lie again, and then a blow. 
Blows carry ftrong and quick conviiflion. 
And mar the pow'rs of contradidion. 

Peace foon enfued, and all was well : 
It were imprudence to rebel. 
Or keep the ball up of debate 
Againft thefe arguments of weight, 

A year roll'd on in pcrfedl cafe, 
•Twas as you like, and 'whatyoupleafe, 
'Till in its courfe and order due. 
Came March the twentieth, fifty-two. 
Quoth Cicely, this is charming life. 
No tumults now, no blows, no ftrife* 
What fools we were this day laft year ! 
Losd, how you beat m& xbtu^ my dear ! 



— ^>wt 
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— -Sare it was idle and abfurd 

To wrangle fo about a bird ; 

A bird not worth a finglc rufti — 

A ftarling — no, my love, a thrufli. 

That 111 maintain — that I'll deny. 

—You're wrong, good hufband — ^wifc, you lie. 

Again the felf-fame wrangle rofe. 
Again the lye, again the blows* 
Thus every year (true man and wife) 
Enfues the fame domeftic ilrife* 
Thus every year their quarrel ends. 
They argue, fight, and bufs, and friends ; 
'Tis ftarling, thrufh, and thruih and ftarling; 
You dog, you b— ; my dear, my darling. 
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A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO ♦••»»* 

"1X7 HAT, three months gone, and never fend 
^^ A fingle letter to a friend ? 
In that time, fure, we might have known 
Whether you fat or lean was grown ; 
Whether your hoft was (hort or tall. 
Had manners good, or none at all ; 
Whether the neighb'ring fquire you found 
As mere a brute as fox or hound ; 
Or if the parfon of the place 
(With all due reverence to his grace) 
Took much more pains himfelf to keq>. 
Than to4n{lrud and feed his fheep ; 
At what hour of the day you dine; 
Whether you drink beer, punch, or wine; 
Whether you hunt, or (hoot, or ride; 
Or, by fome muddy ditch's fide. 
Which you, in vifionary dream. 
Call bubbling rill, or purling dream. 
Sigh for fome aukward country lafs. 
Who mull of confequence furpafs 
All that is beautiful and bright^ 
As much as day furpaiTes night ; 
Whether the people eat and drink. 
Or ever talk, or ever think ; 
Ify to the honour of their parts. 
The men have heads, the women hearts ; 
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If the moon rifcs and goes down» 

And changes as (he does in town ; 

If you've returns of night and day. 

And feafons varying roll away ; 

Whether your mind exalted wooes 

Th* embraces of a ferious mufe ; 

Or if you write, as I do now. 

The L— d knows what, the L— d knows how.-— 

Thefe, and a thoufand things like thefe. 

The friendly heart are fure to pkafc. 

Now will my friend turn up his eyes. 
And look fuperlatively wife ; 
Wonder what all this ftuff^s about. 
And how the plague I found him out I 
When he had taken fo much pains. 
In order to regale his brains 
With privacy and country air. 
To go, no foul alive knew where I 
Befides, 'tis folly to fuppofe 
That any perfon breathing goes 
On fuch a fcheme, with a defign 
To write or read fuch ftuff as mine. 
And idly wade his precious time 
In all th' impertinence of rhyme. 

My good, wife, venerable fir I 
Why about nonfenfe all this flir ! 
Is it, that you would ftand alone. 
And lead no mnifenfe but your own ; 
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Though you're (to tell you, by the bye) 
Not half fo great a fool as I ; 
Or is it that you make pretence, 
£eing a fool, to have fome fenfe? 

And would you really have my mufc 
Employ herfelf in writing news. 
And moft nnconfcionably teizc her 
With rhyming to Warfaw and Wefer ; 
Or tofs up a poetic olio. 
Merely to bring in Marfhal Broglio? 
Should I recite what now is doing. 
Or what for future times is brewing. 
Or triumph that the poor French fee all 
Their hopes defeated at Montreal, 
Or (hould I your attention carry 
To Frcd'rick, Ferdinand, or Harry, 
Of flying Ruffian, daftard Swede, 
And baffled Auftria let you read ; 
Or gravely tell with what deiign 
The youthful Henry pafs'd the Rhine ? 
Or (hould I (hake my empty head. 
And tell you that the king is dead, 
Obferve what changes will cnfuc. 
What will be what, and who'll be who. 
Or leaving thefe things to my betters. 
Before you fet the ftate of letters ? 
Or (hould I tell domeftic jars. 
How author again^ author wars. 



H< 
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How both with mutual envy rankling, 

Fr — k— n damns M — rp— y, M — ^rp— y Fr— 4c— n ? 

Or will it more your mind engage 

To talk of aftors and the ilagc. 

To tell, if any words could tcU, 

What Garrick afts ftill, and how well. 

That Sheridan with all his care 

Will always be a laboured play'r. 

And that his ailing at the beft 

Is all but art, and art confeft ; 

That Bride *, if rcafon may prefume 

To judge by things paft, things to come, 

In future times will tread the ftage. 

Equally form'd for love and rage, 

Whilft Pope for comic humour fam'd. 

Shall live when Clive no more is nam*d. 

Your wifdom I fuppofe can't bear 
About dull pantomime to hear ; 
Nor would you have a fingle word 
Of Harlequin, and wooden fword. 
Of dumb fhew, fools tricks, and wry faces. 
And wit which lies all in grimaces. 
Nor ftiould I any thing advance 
Of new invented comic dance. 



Callous, perhaps, to tlungs like thefe. 
Would it your worfhip better plcafe. 



That 



* Mifs Bride an Adrefs then of Drury-Lane Theatre, who foon 
diier 9uitted the Stage. See her chva(^ Va \!bLt ^^^cX^^. 
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Tliat 1, more loaden than the camels^ 
Shoald crawl in philofophic trammels i 
Should I attack the ftan, and dray 
In triamph o'er the milky way> 
And like the Titans try to move 
From feat -of empire royal Jove, 
Then fpread my terrors all around. 
And his Satellites confound. 
Teach the war far and wide to rage. 
And ev'ry ftar by turns engage ? 
The danger we flionld fliarc between us. 
You fight with Mars and I with Venu«. 

Or (hould I rather, if I cou'd. 
Talk of words little underftood. 
Centric, excentric, epicycle, 
fine words the vulgar ears to tickle! 
A vacuum, plenum, gravitation. 
And other words of like relation. 
Which may agree with ftodions men* 
fiut hurt my teeth, and gag ny pen; 
Things of fucfa grave and ferioos kind 
Puzzle my head and [Jague my mind i 
Beiides in writing to a friend 
A man may any nonfenfe fend. 
And the chief merit's to impart. 
The honeft feelings of his heart. 
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CHARITY. A FRAGMENT. 

INSCRIBED TO THE REV. MR. HANBURT* 

WO R T H is excised, and Virtue payi 
A heavy Tax for barren praife. 

A friend to univerfal Man, 
Is univerfal good your plan ? 
God may perhaps your projeA blefi 
But roan (hall drive to thwart fuccefs. 
Though the grand fcheme thy thoughts purfue, 
Befpeak a noble generous view. 
Where Charity o'er all prefides. 
And Sense approvi^what Virtue guides* 
Yet wars and tumults tvill commence. 
For Rogues hate virtue. Blockheads fenfe. 

Believe me, Oppofition grows 
Not always from our real foes. 
But (where it feldom ever ends) 
From our more dangerous feeming friends* 
I hate not foes, for they declare, 
•Tis Warfor War, and dare who dare; 
But your fly, fiieaking, worming ouls, 
Whom Fri e ndsh i p fcoms and Fear controubr 
Who praife, fupport, and help by halves. 
Like Heifers, ndther Bulb, nor Calves; 

WIkh 
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Who, in Hjrpocrify's difguifc. 

Are truly as the Serpent <wi/e. 

But cannot all the precept love. 

And be as harmlejs as the Dwe. 

Who hold each charitable meeting. 

To mean no more than good found eatings 

While each becomes a hearty fellow 

According as he waxes mellow. 

And kindly helps the main defign. 

By drinking its fuccefs in wine ; 

And when his feet and fenfes reel. 

Totters with corrcfpondent zeal; 

Nay, would appear a patron wife. 

But that his wifdom's in difguife. 

And would harangue, but that his mouth. 

Which ever hates the fin of drowth. 

Catching the full perpetual glafs. 

Cannot afford a word to pafs. 

Such, who like true Churchwardens eat, 
Becaufe the Parifti pays the treat. 
And of their bellyful fecure, 
O^erfee, or over-look the poor ; 
Who would no doubt be wond'rons juil. 
And faithful Guardians of their truft. 
But think the deed might run more clever 
To them and to their Heirs for ever. 
That Charity, too apt to roam. 
Might end, where (he begins, at home; 
Who make all public good a trade, 
BeocTolence a co^tt ^2X9d«» 
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And Charity a clo^ for iin> 

To keep it fnug and warm within; 

Who flatter, only to betray. 

Who promife much and never pay. 

Who wind themfelves about your heart 

With hypocritic, knavifli art. 

Tell you what wond'rous things they're doing, 

And undermine you to your ruin; 

Such, or of low or high eftate. 

To fpeak the honeft truth, I hate : 

I view their tricks with indignation. 

And loath each fulfome proteilation. 

As I would loath a whore's embrace. 

Who fmiles, and fmirks, and ftrokes my face. 

And all fo tender, fond, and kind. 

As free of body, as of mind, 

Affeds the fof tnefs of the Dove, 

And p— xes me to (hew her Love. 

The Maiden withered, wrinkled, pale, 
Whofe charms, tho* ftrong, are rather ftale. 
Will ufe that weapon call'd a tongue. 
To wound the beauteous and the young, 
—What, Delia handfomel— well 1—1 own 
I'm either blind or ftupid grown. 
—The girl is well enough to pafs, 
A rofy, fimple, ruftic lafs, 
-^But there's no meaning in her face« 
And then her air, fo void of grace ! 

AnA 
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And all the worlds with half an eyt. 

May fee her fhape grows quite awry. 

— I fpeak not from an ill defign. 

For (he's a favourite of mine^ 

—Though I could wilh that (he would wear 

A more referv'd becoming air ; 

Not that I hear of indifcretions* 

Such folks, you know, make no confeffions^ 

Though the World fays, that Parfon there» 

That fmock-fac'd Man with darkifh hair. 

He who wrote verfcs on her bird. 

The fimpleft things I ever heard. 

Makes frequent viiits there of late. 

And is become exceeding great ; 

This I myfelf aver is true, 

I faw him lead her to his pew. 

Thus fcandal, like a falfe quotation, 
Mifreprefents in defamation ; 
And where ihe haply cannot fpy 
A loop whereon to hang a lye. 
Turns every adHon wrong fide out 
To bring her paultry tale about. 

Thus Excellence of every Idni, 
Whether of body or of mind. 
Is but a mark fet up on high, 
For knaves to guide their arrows by, 
A mere Scotch Poft for public itch. 
Where Hog, or Man, may icnib his bteedbu 
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But thanks to nature, which ordams 
A juft reward for all our pains. 
And mak'es us ftem, with fecret pride, 
Hoarfe Disappointmjent's rugged tide. 
And like a lordly fhip, which braves 
The roar of winds, and rufli of Waves, 
Weather all ftorms, which jealous Hate 
Or frantic Malice may create. 
*Tis Conscience, a reward alone. 
Conscience, who plac'd on Virtue's throne. 
Eyes raging men, or -raging feas. 
Undaunted, firm, with heart at eafe. 

From her dark Cave, though Envy rife 
With hollow cheeks, and jaundiced eyes. 
Though Hatred league with Fo l l y vain. 
And Spleen and Rancour join the train; 
Shall Virtue fhrink, abalh'd, afraid. 
And tremble at an idle fhade ? 
Fear works upon the Fool, or Knave, 
An honeft man is always brave* 
While Opposition's fruitlefs aim 
Is as the bellows to the flame. 
And, like a Pagan pcrfecution. 
Enforces Faith and Resolution. 

Though Prejudice in narrow minds. 
The mental eye of reafon blinds ; 
Though Wit, which not e'en friends will (pare, , 
Affeft the fneering, laughing air. 

Vol. LXVUL X Though 
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Though DuLLiTESf^ lA bcr monkiih gown, 
Difplay the Wisdom of a frown. 
Yet Truth will force herfelf, in fphe 
Of all their efforts^ into light. 

See Bigot Monks ia Spam pievail. 
See Galiljeo dnigg'd to gaol: 
Hear the grave Dodbrs of the kboob. 
The Golgotha of learned Foois, 
As daimu/kk %xA mfhus brand 
That art they cannot tto4eTftand» 
And out of zeal pervert the Bible, 
As if it were a (landing Libel, 
On every good and ufe&l plan 
That rifes in the brain of man* 

O Bigotry ! whofc fraodc rage 
Has blotted half ithe clailic page. 
And in Religion's drunken fit, 
Murder'd the Greek aod Roman wit ; 
Who zealous for that Path's enci^eafe, 
Whofc ways are rigbuos(fme/s and peace g 
With rods and whips, and fword, and are. 
With prifons, tortures, flames and racks. 
With perfecution's fieiy goad. 
Enforcing fome new-fangl'd mode, 
Wouldft pluck down Rb ason from her throne 
To raife fome fantom of thy own; 
Alas! the fury undifceming. 
Which blafts, and ftunts, and hewi tip Learning, 

] 
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Like an in-judj;ing ssealous friend, 
Blafphemes that Wifdon you defend* 

Go, kick the profHtuted whores. 
The nine ft^e ^virgins out of doors { 
For let the Aboefs beat her tirum. 
Eleven thoafand troops (hall come ; 
All female forms, and virgins true. 
As ever Saint or Poet knew. 
And glorious be the honoor'd name 
Of Winifred E, of SAINTED fame. 
Who to the Church like iight'ning fped. 
And ran three miles without her head ; 
(Well might the modeft Lady run. 
Since 'twas to keep her maiden one^ 
And when before the congregation 
The Prince fell dead for reparation. 
Secure of Lifb as well as Honour, 
Ran back with both htr heads upon het. 

No matter of what fhape or fize. 
Gulp down the Legendary Lies, 
Believe, what neither God ordains. 
Nor Chriil allows, nor fcnfe maintains | 
Mak^ Saint of Pope, or Saiac of Thief^ 
Believe almoft in unbelief; 
Yet with thy folemn prie(Uy air. 
By book and bell, and candle fweir# 
That God has made his own eledl 
But from your ftem and favourite fed ; 

Xa That 
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That He who made the world , has bleft 
One part alone, to damn the reft. 
As if th' Allmerciful and Juft, 
Who form*d us of one common duft. 
Had rendered up his own decree. 
And lent his attributes to thee* 

Thus his own eyes the Bigot blinds. 
To (hut out light from human minds. 
And the clear truth (an emanation 
From the great Author of creation, 
A beam tranfmitted from on high. 
To bring us nearer to the iky. 
While cv'ry path by fciencc trod. 
Leads us with wonder up to God,) 
Is doom*d by Ignorance to make 
Atonement at the Martyr's ftake ; 
Though, like pure gold, th* illufbrious dame. 
Comes forth the brighter from the flame. 
No perfecution will avail; 
No inquiiition racks, nor gaol; 
When Learning's more enlight'ned ray 
Shall drive thefe iickly fogs away ; 
A thankful age ihall pay her more. 
Than all her troubles hurt before. 
See Shame and Scorn await on thofe 
Who poorly dar'd to be her foes. 
But will the grateful voice of fame 
Sink Truth, and GALixiso's name F 
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How wilful, obftinate, and blind, 
Are the main herd of human kind ! 
Well faid the Wit, who well had tried 
That malice which his Parts defied ; 
When merit's fun begins to break. 
The Dunces ftretch, and ftrive to wakCj 
And amity of Dunce with Dunce, 
Fingers out Genius all at once. 
As you may find the honey out. 
By feeing all the flies about. 
AH ugly Women hate a toaft ; 
The goodlieft fruit is ^ick'd the moft | 
The ivy winds about the oak. 
And to the faireft comes the fmoke. 

Efcap'd the dangers of the deep. 
When Gulliver fell faft aileep, 
Stretch'd on the Lillipudan ftrand, 
A Giant in a pigmy Land; 
Watchful againfl impending harms. 
All LilUput cried out. To arms ; 
The trumpets echoed all arpund. 
The Captain flept exceeding found. 
Though crowds of undiftinguiih'd fize 
Afliul'd his body, legs, and thi^s. 
While clouds of arrows flew apace. 
And fell like feathers on his face. 
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MV SPI8TLB TO MR. W. W O T T T. 

THE pmfe of Genius will offi!nd 
A fbe no doobt, feme times a friend; 
Bat corfe on genius^ wit^ and parts ; 
The thirft of fcience, love of arts» 
If inconfiftent with the plan 
Of fbcial good from man to man. 
For me, who wi]]« may wear the bays^ 
I value not fuch idk prai& : 
Let wrangling wits abufe, defame^ 
And quarrel for an empty aamcj^ 
What's in this (huffling pace of rhyme, 
Ot grand pas ftride of ftiff&blimey 
That vanity her trump ihouti Uowr, 
And lode with fcom oft fi>]k» bdow ? 
Are wit and folly ciofeallyU, 
And match*d» like poverty, with pride ? 
When rival bards for fame contend. 
The poet often {poih. the iosxA ; 
Genius felf-center'd fab alooe 
That merit he efteeiQa his owo. 
And cold^ o'er-jealous, and ftvev^ 
Hates, like a Turk, a brother near; 
Malice fteps in> good nature flies. 
Folly prevails, and friendibip dies. 
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Peace to all fuch, if peace can dwell 
With thofc who bear about a hell. 
Who blaft all worth with envy *s breathy 
By their own feelings ftnng to death. 
None bat a weak and brainlefs lboI» 
Undifciplin'd in fortune's fchool^ 
Can hope for favoiurs from the wk; 
He pleads piefcriptioQ to forget^ 
UnnoticM let him Gve or rot^ 
Andy as forgetful^ be forgot^ 
Moft wags« whofe j^eafure is to/mdifs 
Wou'd rather lofe their friend, than joke; . 
A man in rags looks fbmething ftierr. 
And there's vafi humour in a (heer; 
That jefl, alike all witlings fnits* 
Which lies no further than th^ bootu 
Give me the man whofe open mind 
Means focial good to allmankmd; 
Who when his friend^ from fortupe's rounds 
Is toppled headlong to the gtoond. 
Can meet him with a warm embrace^ 
And wipe the tear from ibnow'sface; 
Who, not felf-taught and proudly wife^ 
Seeks ixat to comfort than advife* 
Who lefi intent to fhine than pkafe. 
Wears his own mirth with native eaie» 
And is from fenfe, from nature's plan^ 
The jovial gueft, die boneft man; 
In Ihort, whofe judnie, painted tme^ 
In ev'ry point refembles you. 
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And will my friend for once excnfe 
This oiF'ring of a lazy mufe ? 
Moft lazy,— left you think her not^ 
I'll draw her pidure on the fpot. 
A perfeA cafe the dame enjoys ; 
Three chairs her indolence employs : 
On one (he fqoats her cufliion'd bam. 
Which wou*d not rife, though kings (hould come ; 
An arm lolls dangling o*er another, 
A leg lies coucbant on its brother. 
To make her look fupremcly wife. 
At lead like, wifdom in difguife. 
The weed, which firftby Raleigh brought. 
Gives thinking looks inftead of thought. 
She fmokes, and fmokes ; without all feeling. 
Save as the eddies climb the cieling. 
And waft about their mild perfume. 
She marks their paffage round the room. 
When pipe forfakes the vacant mouth, 
A pot of beer prevents her drowtb. 
Which with potathns pottlf deep 
Lulls the poor maudlin mufe to fleep. 
Her books of which (h'as wond'rous need> 
But neither pow'r nor will to read. 
In fcatter'd tomes lie all around 
Upon the loweft Ihclf^the ground. 

Such ea(e no doubt fuits eafy rhyme ; 
FoOu walk about who write svblimci 
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While recitation's pompous found 
Drawls words fonorous all around , ' 

And ACTION waves her hand and head. 
As thofe who bread and butter fpread* 

You bards who feel not fancy's dearth. 
Who ftrike the roof, and kick the earth, 
Whofe mufe fuperlatively high 
Takes lodgings always near the Iky ; 
And like the lark with daring flight 
Still foars and fings beyond our fight ; 
May trumpet forth your grand fublime. 
And fcom our lazy lounging rhyme* 
Yet though the lark in sether floats. 
And trills no doubt- diviner notes, 
Carelefly perched on yonder fpray. 
The linnet fings a pretty lay. 

What horrid, what tremendous fight 
Shakes all my fabric with afifright ! 
With Argus' hundred eyes he marks. 
With triple mouth the monfter barks ; 
And while he fcatters flaming branda 
Bri AREus lends him all his hands. 

Hift! 'tis a critic. — Yes — 'tis he 
What wou'd your gracelefs form with xne ? 
Is it t' upbraid me with the crime 
Of fpinaing unlaborious rhyme. 

Of 
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Of ftiinging various tiioaghto togetbor 

In yerfe» or profe, or boih, or aekhcr? 

A vein, which theiig)» it auift ofiend 

You lo/tj firs who can't defcend^ 

To fame has often made its way 

From Butler, Fkior, Swrpr^ and Gat; 

Is it for this your bcow aufleic 

Frowns me to ilone for very fear ? 

Hear my jaft reafoa fitft, and then 

Approve me right, or ^fiUt n^ pcn« 

I feek not by iiMir«.iaboar'd layr 
To catch the ilipp'ry tail of pcatfe. 
Nor will I mn a mad caieer 
'Gainft genius which I moft revere; 
When Phcsbas burfta with g^enmne fir^j 
The little fiars at once retire; .> 
Who cares a farthing for thofe lays 
Which you can neither blame, nor praife ? 
I cannot match a CRxnic rill's ikifl; 
But may be LAKGKtJsirE when I will: 

Let the mefe mimic, for each fbafbn bean 
Your mimic Bards as well as mimic play'rs* 
Creep fervilely along, and with dull pains 
Lalh his flow deed, in wfiofe enfeebled veins 
The cold blood lags, let him with f^itlds aim 
By borrowed plumes afTume a borrowed fame^ 
With ftudied forms th' incautious ear beguile. 
And ape the nambets of ^C¥l\ii.chii.i«'s ftyle» 

4 ^ 
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Slaves may fome fame from imitation hope $ 

Who'd be PAvi^WHiTSHEAD^tho'hcbonoonPoFS? 

If clinking couplets in one endlefs chime 

Be the fole beauty, and the praife of rhyme ; 

If found alone an eafy tnnmph gains^ 

While fancy bleeds, and fenfc is hung itt chains^ 

Ye happy triflers hail the rifing mode; 

See, all Parnaffus is a turnpike road. 

Where each may travel in the highway track 

On true bred hunter, or on common hack. 

For me, who hbour with poetic fin. 

Who often woo the moTe i camiot win. 

Whom pleafure iirft a willing poet ffisuLe, 

And foUy fpoik by taking up-the tcade^ 

Pleas'd I bdtold faperior genios ihine. 

Nor ting'd with envy wifhthat genios mtne« 

To Churchill's mofecsHi bow with decent awe, 

Admire his mode-, nor meks that mode my law : 

Both may, perhaps, have various pow'rs to pleafe ; 

Be his the strength of numbers, mine the £Ase« 

Eafe that rejctfb not, but betrays na care: 

Lefs of the coxcomb thaa the floven'sair. 

Your tafle, as mine, all metre maflr ofiend 
When imitation is its only end. 
I could perhaps, that fervik talk purfue». 
And cogy Ch.uhchill as Td copy you. 
But that my flippant muie, too fancy gnown^ 
P4«fimibatm»ner fiift can call bccQwa^ 
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THOU child of nature^ genios flrong» 
Thou mafter of the poet's fong. 
Before whofe lights Art's dim and feeble ray 
Gleams like the taper in the blaze of day : 
Thou lov'ft to deal along the fecret fhade« 

Where Fancy, bright aerial maid! 

Awaits thee with her thoafand charms. 

And revels in thy wanton arms ; 

She to thy bed, in days of yore. 

The fwcetly-warbling Shakipeare bore ; 
Whom every mufe endow'd with every fldll. 

And dipt him in that facred rill, 
Whofe filver dreams flow muiical along. 
Where Phoebos' hallow'd mount lefounds with raptar'd 
fong, 

Forfake not thou the vocal choir. 
Their breads rcvifit with thy genial fire, 
Elfe vain the ftudied founds of mimic art. 
Tickle the ear, but come not near the heart* 
Vain tvtiy phrafe in curious order fet. 
On each fide leaning on the [ftop-gap] epithet. 
Vain the quick rhyme dill tinkling in the clofe» 
While pure defcription ihines in meafur'd profe. 

Thou bear'ft aloof, and look'ft with high difilain« 
Upon the dull mtcloaixic tnia \ 
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Whofc ncrvdefs ftrains flag on in languid tone, 
Lifelefs and luropilh as the bagpipe's drowzy drone. 

No longer now thy altars blaze. 

No poet oflfcrs up his lays ; 

Infpir'd with energy divine, 
, To worfhip at thy facred fhrine. 

Since tafte' * with abfolute domain. 

Extending wide her leaden reign. 

Kills with her melancholy (hade. 
The blooming fcyons of fair fancy's tree ; 

Which erft full wantonly have ftray'd 
In many a wreath of richeft poefie. 

For when the oak denies her ftay. 
The creeping ivy winds her humble way ; 
No more (he twifts her branches round. 
But drags her feeble ftem along the barren greund. 

Where then (hall exil'd genius go ? 

Since only thofe the laurel claim. 

And boaft them of the poet's name, 
Whofc fober rhymes in even tenour flow; 

Who prey on words, and all their flow'rcts cull. 

Coldly correct, and regularly dulL 



* By Tafte, is here meant the modern afie^lation of it. 

Why 
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Why ileep the £ota of genius aow f 

Why, Wartona^ xcfts the lyre unftrang? 

* And thou, bleft bard! around whofe facred brovr. 
Great Pindar's delegated wreath is huag : 

Arife» and fnatch the majefty of foi^ 
From dullnefi' fervile tribe, and art's imhaSow'i 
throng. 



* Dr. AkcRiUe* 
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EST Schola Rhetorices, cdebrat quam crebra 
juventus^ 

Et tomido in^atos ejicit ore fbnos. 
Qua quiTqoe aflamit tragicas novus liiftiio partes. 

Nee loquitur, verbum qtiin fapit crane, pBt!ios# 
Ingenia hie ercfeunt, mox fxeccffora theatris. 

Regis, araatoris, prompta iabire viees. 
Multus ibi furiis Macbetha agitatm iniquis, 

Elufa telum prendit ieane manu. 
Multus ibi, infofeat cui vulttts (tiber aduftam 

Immodicis (^it raueus Othello minis. 
Omnia queis trag^cis opus eft, hie annaparantari 

Auribus tnfidiae funt, oculiiqoe fuse : 
Conatus maiKiatiiqtte« pedrnnqoe, orifqtie rotundi, 

Certatim et fuit^s ?is, latemmqne labor, 
Quam fibi, dum gefta ftat fixas qoifque fiienti, 

Qaam plaeet a fpeculo forma reflexa fui ! 
Hac ftudeant, eordi quibas ars et pompa theatrii 

Non tamen eft nobis intU petendus honor* 
Ingenua ut pobes vultum fibi fumat apertnmj 

£t Tenfim aflueicat fortius ore loqui ; 
Ne dubiis tandem yerba elo^hmtia labris 

Ocdudat timidus praepediatque pudor, 
Ingredimur fcenam ; nee clam ^0^^ Doda Coroni^' 

Commoda ab hoc tenai quanta laboie fluant. 
Hinc Sapere et fari difcit generofa juventus^ 

Dum pavida accendit petElora laud is amor. 
Freti his, majorem mox ingrediemur arenam; 

Hie ftabilita vigent Curia, Rofira, Forum. 
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PROLOGUS. 1758. 

HIC nihil ad popoIam-»non pompa hie vana theatfiy 
Qualem ore attonito plebs inhiaie folet : 
Non fcena hie fplendet inagiea variabilis arte, 

£t fumit formas prodigiofa novas : 
Non hic> labrato fubvedus fone per anras, 

Mercurius celeres itque reditque vias : 
Nee freta caeralei turgent undofa papyro« 

• Nee refinato fnlgorat igne polus t 
Janaa noc caeeos aperit fartiva recelTuSf 

Unde minntatim proferat umbra caput. 
Quin valeant levia haee vulgi crepitacula ! ja£Unt 

£t proprium, et fimplex, noflra theatra decos* 
— Heus 1 nemon' audit ? — ^fae furfum auka trah^ntui! 

—En! qaalis qualis fit, nova scena patet. 
En Ill«, quas Vos femper coluiftis, Athcnac', 

Gratia quas voluit, quas fibi Mufa domum* 
Hie fefc oflenduBt prifei monumenta laboris, 

Queis ufa eft modlilis Vitruviana Manus ; 
Hie ftat Ventorum, Thefei hie venerabik Fanu(n« 

Hie arce in fumma, Cafbi Minerva tuum« 
Omnia jam votis refppndent* Attica jam funt 

Omnia* Ferfonse, Fabula, Scena, Sales, 
Qooque etiam magis hae noftras lastentur Athens. 

Cecropidas jadlant Vos, recoluntque fuos* 
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r R O L O G U S, 
IN AD£LFHOS. 17594 

/^UM Patres Populumque dolor commiuus baboc^ 
^^ FteretetiSmilimn Maxima Roma fttttsi* 
Fanebres inter ludos, his dicitur ipfi« 

Scenis extindom condecorafle doocim* 
Ecquis adeft» fcenam no£te hac qui ipe6tet eaadeau 

Nee nobis luftum fentiet cfle paiem ? 
Utcnnque arrifit polchris viAoria ca^ds^ 

•Qua Sol extremas vifit aterque pbpttt 
Succefn^s etiam medio de fonte BrilaBais 

Sorgit amari aliquid« kgidmdqvB dokow 
Si famse generofa fitis, ii bellica virtw^ 

Ingenium felix^ intemerata fides* 
Difficiks lanros* ipfoqae in floie juvtats 

Hea! niminm kdii pn^cij^taftt diet* 
Si quid habent pufchrum haec. Yd fi qidd tftabik, jnxi 

Efto tua haec^ Wolfi, laos, propiiimiqiie deest* 
Nee moriere omnis— Quin afque cofoiia vigdnt^ 

Unanimis Britoniim quam dU nettt amor* 
Riegia quin pietas marroor tibi nobifc pooet* 

Quod tua perpetttis praedicet a£b notis. 
Confluet hue ftudio vifendi martia pttbet, 

Sentiet et flamma eorda cakre pari ; 
Dumque le^t mediis cecidifi heroa trinmphit* 

Dicet, SIC D£TVR VINCB&Bj tIC MO&IAl« 

VouLXVUL Y ^UQK^^V 
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EPILOGUS IN ADELPHOS, 1759. 

S Y R U S L O Q^U I T U R. 

OUANTA intas ttirba eft ! qnanto mofindne Mat, 
Accindlus cultro tt forcipe, quifqoe coipiat 1 
Monftrum fttfonnb maris — Teitvdo — in prtndu 

• lertur» 

Quae, varia, et fimplex, onmia Tola fapit; 
Pollina efca placet f— vitutina ?^fai]Ia } — ^bovina ? 

Pneftoeft, Hcc quadnipes fingola pifccs habet* 
De gentc ^thiopam condocitur Archimagims, 

Qulfecet, cccoqoat, ct concoqaat, aitenoTsu 
Qui dofle contsndat aromata ; mifceat aptd 

Thus, apiam, thyma, fal, cinnama, ccpe, piper. 
Qui jecur et polmonem in frnfta minntuk fcindat^ I 

Curetque ut peaitus fint faturata meio. * 

A4altd dt vcntricaliu pnlchre fla?efcat ab ovo ; 

. . Ut tmnulus^ ciicum vifoera, vernet adeps. 
His rite inftiudia concbae £nt feircttla ! namTo^ 

Tbitudo i et padais fuffcia, atque cibo. 
Quam cnpetem in landes atriufque cxconcre conchcl 

Sed veieor Califq/b dicere — vel CmlifH. 
Vos etiam ad caenam mecom appellare jnvaiet^ 

Vellem et rdiicoas participare dapiim« 

At funt connyae tarn nmiti, tamque guk)fi» 

Bcftahit^ metooy nil nifi ooncha mihu 

% 1UBCTS 
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LECT.E STATUIT BAXTERUS DK 
SOMNIORUM PHiENOMENIS* 

'^ UM nox tdlurem fufcis tmpleditar alis» 
^ ^bba atomos jungit celeres, et ve^ia per auras 
achtfat afluetos fimulatrix regia ludos. 
[uic aariga culex tormm quatit ufque flagellun], 
iCceleratqu^ fugam tardis; retinacula cartas 
racae funt texta levis, radiique rotarum 
rufcula areneoli ; currus, quern dente fciams 
inxerat e coryli fru6lu, primicva vetullas 
^unc Mabbx artificem memorat : Tub no£le fflenti 
!oc inflni6^a modo egreditur, neque cemitur ulli. 
onnanquam leviter cerebrum perflringic Amantis ; 
imniat ille faces jacularl et vulnera ocellos, 
[alarum labriqne rofas, perfufaque collo 
Ilia: mox Medici digitos titillat» a^arus 
Lcrcedis dextram qui pandit, et acritur aarom 
er captat ; ter vana manus eindit imago, 
imc quoque fopitx demulcet labra Puellae ; 
^mniat ilia procum, pulvinoque ofcuh libans 
biens abfentem teneris ample^tnr ulnis ; 
ae tibi, fi Lemurum videat Regina colorem 
[entitum fucoy vultufqne ex arte nitentes ! 
raecipites aget ira manus, lacerabit acuto 
ngue genas, fimul amifla dulcedine fomni, 
fcula^ue, et tenues vanefcit amator in auras* 
mpla Sacerdotis nonnunquam tranfvolat ora; 
«mintto roflrfim confcendens Hi&thcatfiUUEa& 

Y z ISiN\&sX 
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Dividet in partes^ exponendoque laborat, 
Vel vigilem credas» adeo dormitat. Ad aares . 
Militis hinc migrat ; tarbatnr imagine bdli 
Fords eqoes, gemitufque audit, ftrepitafqoe, tahi&pe, 
Enlit, et paolam trepidans, infomnia dim 
Devovet, in ledlo prolabitur,— obdormiicit. 
Nunc Rabulam palma jnnlcet» qui lidbos apcof, 
Defenforis agit caufam, aflorifque peritos, 
Innedenfqne moras ad finem decipit ambos*. 
Sin cafu vifat facilis regina Poetam, 
Hone iibi plandentem deludit amabilis error^ 
£t riguos fontes, et amamos fomniat hortos ; 
Cum Ycro vigil ille domum exploraverit omnem, 
Viderit et triftis quam fit iibi curta fupellex, 
Quam veUet femper dormirel— Volabilis inde 
Jodices inyehitur trans nafum, et naribns illi 
£mnn6to fubolet caufiu Interdum Dea fcflb, 
Blanditur Servo, qui libertate vagatar, 
Exultans redit ad patriam carofque penates^ 
Et gremio nxoris longis amplesubus hseiet* 
I>dnde rot^ ftrepitante fremit per colia Tynmni; 
Umhraram ante ocnloa furgit choms, improbos oict 
Quas dcdit infontes ; furiis agitatur acerfais 
Confciamens, leAoqne quies fimul exolat. Inde 
Si curras fleftat, placidiffima mnncra fcnmi 
Qui carpit Sceleris Paros; non territns ille 
Spedronim eft caeta, et fariamm oltricibos irit« 
Sed moUi potitor requie, aut fi fomniat umbrae 
Dekdant oculos gratis ; praedulcis imago 
Vimtis reficit mentem, et tdlnre nSiEA 
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Radlt iter llquidum cxli, fruiturqae deorum 
Colloquio felix, O Tu ! quicunque beatiiin 
Tc vdis, ct tuto tranquillam carpere fomnum ; 
1, pete, quo virtus ducit ! nc vindice curra 
Mab'ba ferox inftety vexentque cubilia curae. 
I, pete, quo virtus dacet! te numinc molli 
Mabba teget, radetque levi tua peclora curm. 

In Comitiis Poftcribus, Apr, 5, I7J3, 
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CARMIKA AD NOBILISSIUVM TH0M4M RQUKI 
PUCEM DE NSWCASTLB INSCRIPTA, CUM ACi* 
DEMIAM CANTABRIGXEN99M BIBXilOTHBCJi 

JLSSTITUENDJE CAUSA INVISERET. 

Tlrid. Kaknd. Msiaa, 1753. 

D B R E G E. • 

AUGUSTUS, Artium ufque faotor optimus, 
Hic mcenla haud inaufpicato numine • 
Condi imperavit confecrata Uteris ; 
£a nitore & partium elegantia, 
Ut invidenda lint vel illis .£dibus 
Qax faeculorum voce comprobantiam 
Praecaeterisfuperbiunty jaftiffima 
Ronue recentis & vetuftas gloria. 
Ncc his fupellex digna deerit moenibus/ 
£t Vaticanae, Bodleanseque xmula ; 
Id Ille abunde caverat^ noviifimus 
Dedit volenti jura qui Bntannise. 
Brunfvichianis fcilicet fan^fTimum efl 
Legefque tutari & fovere Iiteras» 
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AD CANCELLARIUM. 



/^ Tu, qui dofias Garni fdiciitr arfes 
^^ Protcgis, Aonii duxque decufque chori. 
Quod Ooous iooipUr um laBtp I^9C cHaipe. ^ojodif 

Quae nee Botyeio ced»tji id pmx^ tuuxn cA> 
Munera dant iitiaierQ& manus pioceruxxiqi^ patromqirf^ 

Exemplo df monitu e]d|if^^l4U (^is* 
Ferge, fovere Artes^ n^c vanum urgeie laborem : 

Tam pulcbntm poklir«! Miifa lependec opu9. 
Haec moles quanqimm ip.& n»9t| mopu<peaU| Cmpiue 

Quae coadeat, adlo (bat roUuf* die. 
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AN ELEGY, 

W&ITTIN m A COVNTRT CBURCH-TAt*^ 

BTMILGRAY. 

THE cnrfew toOt the knell of pnrtii^ daf« . 
The lowing herd wind flowljr &€r the ka. 
The plowaum homeward plods hb wmy way* 
And leaves the world to darknefi and to ne» 

Kow fides the gBnuneiing landfcape on the fight> 
And all the air a folenm fUtlneTs holds. 

Save where the beede wheds hb drony flight. 
And drowfy tinklings lall the diftant folds ; 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of fuch, as wand'ring near her fecret bow'r 
Molcft her ancient^ folitary reign* 

Beneath thofe ragged dms, that yew-tree's (hade. 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep» 



CARMEN ELEGIACUM, 

IN C^METEKIO kUSTfCO COMPOSITUM. 

AUdiftin ! quaxn lenta (bnans campana per agros, 
MaXQ occiduam nuntiat ore dieni« 
Armenta impdiaiit ciebris raogitibas aarai, 

LaiTatafqe domum rofticua urget iter. 
3olus ega in tenebris moror, ic veftigia iblos 
Compono tacita no^« vacoque inilu« 

Omnia pallefcunt jam deoedenda vifu, 
£t terra & ccekm, qua patet» omne filet. 

Cun^h fiknt, nifi mufca foam fab vefpere ier» 
Raudibnans pigram qak rotat orbe fugam $ 

Cundbi filent, nifi qua faciles campanula fomnot 
Allicitj & lento marmore mulcet oves* 

Qaaque hedera antiqnas fbcia comple^titur umbrS 

Turres, feralis lugubre cantat avis j 
£t ftxepit ad lonam, fi qois fab no^ vagetur 

Imperium violans, Cynthia Diva, tuum. 

Has propter veteres nlmos, taxiqoe fub umbra 
Qua putris multo cefpite target humus, 

Dormit, in setemum dormit, gens prifca colonuni;, 
Quifque fua angufia conditus ufque domo* 



3SO LLOy0«8 POEMS. 

The breezjr call of incenie-breathing mom, 

llie fwaDow twitt'ring from the ttnwJbaik (baif 

The cock's {brill clarion* or the echoing bom. 
No more (ball roufe them from their lowly bed. 



For them no more the blazing hearth fbaUbnra^ 
Or bufj hoofewife ply her evening care : 

No children mn to lifp their fire's retara. 
Or climb his kaees the envied kifs to (hare 



Oft did the harveft to thdr fickle yield. 

Their farrow oft the ftnbbom glebe has biokcf 

How jocand did they drive dieir team afidd I 
How bow'd die woods beneath tbeif ftoidy ilrakc! 



Let not ambition mode thor nfefal toil. 
Their homely joyi, and deftiny oblcores 

Nor grandeur boar with a difihunfol fmile. 
The (hoit and fimpis annals of the poor* 



The boaft of heraldry , the pomp of pow'r. 
And all that beaoty, afi that wealth e'er gaiCy 

Await alike th' inevitable hoar t 
The paths of ^ly lead but to the gnvi» 
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Hos nee mane iiovam» Zephyriqne fragrantior anra^ 

Nee gallu$ vigili qui Toeat ore diem^ 
Nee circumvolitans quae ftridula ganrit himndo 

Stramiqeumque alca fub trabe figit opus, 
Undique nee cornu vox ingeminata fonantia 

iEterno clicient hos, repetentque toro. 

Amplius his tmnquam conjux bene fida marito 

Ingeret ardenti grandia ligna foco ; 
Nee reditqm e^ipe^lans doraini fub vcfpcit fcio 

Excoquet agrefles officiofa dapes ; 
Nee curret raptim genitoris ad ofcula proles. 

Nee reducem agnofcent xmula turba patrem* 

Quam fepc Hi raftris glebara fregcre feracem i 

Saepe honim cecidit falce refeda f<:^;es« 
Quam Ixti egerunt ftridentia plauftra per agrosj 

Et ftimulis tardos increpuere boves! 
Horum fylva vetus quam concidit ifia bipenni^ 

Qujique ruit late vi tremefecit humami 

Ne tamen Ambitio rifu male hfta maligno 
SoTtemve, aut lufus^aut rude temnat opus! 

Nee fronte excipiat ventofa Superbia torva 
Pauperis annales, hiftoriafque breves I 

Xt generis jaflatus honos, dominatio regum^ 
Quicquid opes, quicquid forma dedere boni^ 

Supremam fimul hsuic expe^bmt omnia noAem « 
Scilicet ad kthum ducit honoris iter. 



Sst LLOYD^S POEWrS.- 

Nor 700, yc proud, impute to tMci!kfftn% 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies nlk. 

Where through the long-drawn ifle and fretterf ?adt 
The pealing andtrm fwells the note of pffti^. 



Can ftoried urn or animated buft 

Back to its roanfion call the fleeting breath f 
Can honour's voice provoke the filent duft. 

Or Flatt'rjr footh the dull cold ear of Death? 



Perhaps in this negledkd fpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celefUal fire : 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd* 
Or wak'd to cxtafy the living lyre. 



But kuQwledge to thdr eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the fpoils of time, did ne*er unroll | 

Chill penury reprcfs'd their noble rage. 
And froze th^ genial current of ck foul. 



Full many a gem of puicft ray ferene 

The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 

Full many a flower is born to blufh unfeen. 
And wafte its fweetncfs in tho defert air. 
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Nolite hot humiles culpae infimulare. Superbly 
Quod domini oftendant nulla trophaea decui^ 

Qua canit amiflum longo ordine turba patroniun^ 
Claroique ingeminant claaftra profunda Ibnos. 

An vanis infcripta notis anguftior urna, 
Phidiacumve loquens nobile oiarmor opui , 

An revocent animam fatali a fede fugacem ? 
Detque iterom vita pofle priore frui ? 

Foffit adulantum fermo penetrare fepulchrum? 
Evocet aut manes laus et inanis honor ? 

Forfan in hoc, olim divino femine pnegnans 
Ingenii, hoc aliquis cefpite dormit adhuc. 

Kegtedo hoc forfan jaceat fub cefpite, fcq>tia 
Cujus tra^arint imperiofa manus. 

Vd quales ipfo forfan vel Apolline dignas 
Fulfarint dodo pollice fila lync. 

Do^nse horum oculia antiqua Yolumina prifoe 

Nunquam divitias explicuere fuas. 
Horum autem ingenium torpefcere fecit egeftas 

Afpera, & anguflae fors inimica domi. 

Multa fub oceano peUucida gemma latefeit, 

Et rudis ignotum fert & inane decus. 
flurima negle^s fragrans rofa pandit odoies, 

Fonit & occiduo pendola fok caput* 
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Some vilb^e-Htikipdeii, diat widi daoadsft bmft 
The littk tyiant of his islds withftood ; 

Some mute inglorioos Milton here voay rtSt, 
Some Cromwell goiltkfi of his coantry's Mood. 



Th' applause of lift'aiiig feoalies to commandt 
The threats of pain and rain to defpife^ 

To fcatter plenty o'er a finiliag latid^ 
And read thrir hiftoiy in a nation's eyes^ 



Their lot forbad : nor circnmfcrib'd alone 

Their growing virtnes, bat their crimes confin'd | 

Forbad t« w«de throogh floiigbiier to a thmAc» 
And (hat the gates of mevey on marddnd ; 



The ftmggling pangs of confcions truth to hide. 
To qataisk the bkiihes of ingemtoas ihame. 

Or heap the (hrine of luxtoiy and pride 
With inoenfe kindled at the Mafe's flaitie. 



Far from the taadding crowd's ignoble fktife. 
Their fober wifhes never leani'd to ftray ; 

Along the cool {Ssqaefter'd rak of Hfe 
They kept the aoiiUels tenor of their way. 



X^ 
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JEmulus HamdenI hie aliqnis icqoieroat igftftk^ 

Quern patriae indignans exftimakvit amoc ; 
Aufus hie exiguo eft villx oppogaare tynumo^ 

Aflerere et forti jura patema mana. 
Aut mutus forfan^ fatoque inglorius alter 

Hac vel Miltono par, requiefcat humo. 
Dormiat aat aliquis Cromuelli hie aemnliUt audita 

Qui patriam poterit vtl jagnlafle foanu 

Eloquio arredum prompto mulcete fenatmn^ 

Exilii immoto pe6lore ferre minas, 
Pivitias larga in patriam diffonderedextra, 

Hiftoriam ex populi cdligere ott tuam, 

niorum vetuic Ton improba ;— 4iec tamea ai&o 
Tantum ad virtatem limite claofit iter, 

Verum etiam Sc vitia Ulterius tranfire vetabat^ 
Nee dedit his magnum pofle patrare fcdus. 

Hos vetuit temereper ftragem iiiTadereNgiittiiito 
Excipeie et farda fuppticat watt pieces. 

Sentire ingenuam nee dedidicere mboieni^ 

Confcia fuffufus qu6 notat ora pudor. 
Luxuria hi nunquam fefe immerfere fuperbi^ 

Nee Mofze his laades proftitiRtt fuas. 

At placide illomm, piocol a certamiae tdfffasB 
Spedlabant propriam fobria tool doaval j 

Qtjifque fibi vivens, & fponte inglorios exul, 
Dum tacito»elabens vita tenore fltiit» 



IS( LLOYD*S POEMS« 

Yet er^ tbefe bones firom infolt to proteft. 
Some £rasl memorial ftill ereded nigh* 

With QDCoath rhymes and (hapdefi fcnlptoit deck'd, 
Imploxcs the paffing tribute of a figh. 



Thdr Bame» their yean, fpdt by th' onktter'd Mofe, 

The place of fiune and elegy f npply : 
And many a holy text around (he ftrews. 

That teach the ruftic moralift to die. 



For who, to dumb foigetfnlnefs a prey. 
This |Jeafing anxious being e*cr refign'd. 

Left the wanp precindh of the chearful 6xy, 
Nor caft one lonj^g Ung'rbg look bdiind f 



On feme fond breaft die parting fool rdies. 
Some poos drops dieclofing eye requires ; 

Kv'n from the tomb die Totce of nature cries, 
£?'n in our afha five dieir wonted fires. 



Tor thee, who, mindfiil of di* onhononr'd dai^ 
Doft in thefe lines their ardefi tale rebte^ 

If chance, fay lonely contcmphoion kd. 
Some kindled fpbit Ihall in^oiie diy fiitCt 



«•* 



Haec tatnen a4anujio,c^.&p^ ti^ip^^oij^ 
En tumul^s/ragUoiB. psaebiet aMaicus./)f^t,' 

£t vera agiefti .eliciuat.fo/^dri^ cocd^ . 
Inculta^^ftgifjf,, i^ocil^u^ ixKii^ 

Atque locum fupplent elegorum nomen & anni 
Quae forma iofcribit ruftica^Mufa nidi : 

Mulu etiam facri.diffandit commau teactdi^ 
Qoeis .meditans dtfcat vulgus agref^ mom 

Heu ! quis enim dubia hac dulcique excedere vitS 
Junfus, et aeternas jam fubiturus aquas^ 

Pefcendit Digram a4 no^m, copidulque fupit{^p 
Noa faltem occidaam refpicit ore diem ? 

Decedens aEcui faltem mens fidit amico 
In cujus biando pedore ponit opem ; 

Fletam aliq^cm exppfcant jam de^cientia morte 
Lumina^ anucor^m qui rigjet imbie g;epas ; 

Quin etiam ex tumu^o^ veteris non .infcxa flanopoa^, 
Natura excL^nat.fida^ meniorqae foi. 

At tibi, qui tenui hoc dedacis carmine (brtem* 

£t defundlor^ ruJ^ica f^ gemis. 
Hoc oUm. inmitvis fi gi^is veftigja, ^e&^, 

£t fuerit qualis fors tua forte roget^ 



Vjv..LXVln. 2 Httic 



53S LLOYD'S POEMS. 

Haply fome hoary-headed fwatn may fay, 
" Oft have we fcen him at the peep of dawn 

• Brofhing with hafty ftcps the dews away 
'' To meet the fun upon the upknd lawn. 



•« There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
*' That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high, 

<< His lifUefs length at noon-tide would he ftretch, 
*' And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 



** Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in fcom, 
** Mutt 'ring his wayward fancies he wou'd rove; 

•» Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
*' Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs loTe^ 



<' One mom I mifs'd him on the cuftom'd hill, 
" Along the heath and near his fav*rite tree : 

•* Another came; nor yet befide the rill, 
*' Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he* 



** The next with dirges due, in fad array, 
*« Slow through the church-yard path we faw him 
borne, 

*' Approach and read (for thou can*ft read) the lay, 
«• Grav'd on the ftonc bcnoath yon aged thorn." 

THE 
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Huic aliquis forfan fcnior rcfpondeat ultro 
Cui pivcis albcnt tempora fparfa comU ; 

** Vidimus hunc quam faepe micantcs roribus hcrbat 
*• Verrentem rapido, mane rubentC) gradu. 

*' Ad rofcum folis properabat facpius ortum, 
<' Summaque tendebat per juga laetus iter. 

*• Saspe fab hac fago, radices undique circum 
*' Quae varie antiquas implicat alta fuas, 

** Stratus humi meditans medio procumberet aeftoj 
'* Luftratetque inhians flebile murmur aquae. 

*« Saepius banc fylvam propter viridefqii^ rcceffut 
** Urgeret meditans plurima^ lentos iter, 

«< Intentam hie multa obledbiret imagine mentem» 
** Mufarumque frequens follicitaret opcm* . 

** Jam veluti demens, tacitis errarct in agris« 
<' Aut cujus ftimulat cOrda repulfus amor. 

«' Mane aderat noper, tamen liunc nee viderat arbos« 
'' Nee juga» nee fallens fons» tacitumve nemus ; 

** Altera lux oritur; nee aperta hie valle videtur, 
" Nee tamen ad fagum« nee prope fontis aqaaim 

** Tertia fuceeffit—len toque cxangne cadaver 
'* Ecce fepulchrali eft pompa fecutagradu. 

^* Tu lege« namque potes« caclatum in marmore carmenj 
«< Quod juxta has vepres exhibet ifte lapis* '' 
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SONG, BY A PERSON OF CyJALIT^ 

FLatt'ring fpread thy parple pinions. 
Gentle Cojud, o'er my heart; 
I a flave in thy dominions : 
Natoxe moft give way to art. 

Mild Arcadians, ever blooming. 

Nightly nodding o'er yoor flocks. 
See my weary days confoimngy 

AH beneath yon flow'ry rocks* 

Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping, 

Moom'd Adonis, dailing youth : 
Him the Boar in filence creeping, 

Gor'd with unrelenting tooth* 

Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers ; 

Fair Difcretion, firing the lyre ; 
Sooth my ever-waking flumbers : 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir ! 

Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 

Arm'd in adamantine chains, 
Ijead me to the cryftal mirron. 

Watering foft EIy£an plains* 



Moo 



* FioQ Pope's Works. 
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^inUQUE adeo rofeas expandc volatilis alas^ '■ 
-■^ Et leviter peftus tange, Cupido^ mcum» 
Imperils, pulchellc, tuis ego fervulus ultro j 
Naturara ars viftrix fcilicet ufqe domau 

Arcades, asterno viridantesflorejuvenUc, 
Nodle innutantes qualibet inter oves, 

Afpicite, ut fenfim langueijs juvenilior xtsa, 
Haec juxta, haec, inquam fiorea faxa perit! 

Ante omncs carum fie levit Adonida Cypris, 
Deceptufque Deam triftius urfit Amor ; 

Hunc, tacite adrepens per denfa filentia nodtis 
Incautum faevo dente momordit Aper, 

Stringe lyram int«rea pulchre Prudentia ludens, 
Harmoniseque graves, Cynthia^ funde modosi 

Do^ ambs vigiles curas fopire canendo. 

Tuque tuum imperti, Pr»fes ApoUo^ chortunl 

Tuque adamanteis, Pluton' armate catenis^ 
O Tu Terrorum Rex, xnetuende Deu8» 

Due me, qua paffim chryftallina flumina curmntj 
Elyfiique lavat lucida lymplia nemus. 
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Moomfol cjrprcfs, verdant willow^ 
Gildlog my Aurdia's brows, 

Morpheus hov'ring o'er my pillow. 
Hear me pay my dying vows* 

Melanchory, (rooddi ^2&aidtT, 

Swiftly pbrlmg in a YOiitfd, 
On thy margin lovers Wami<!r, 

With thy flow'ry chaplcts crowi^'d* 

Thus when PhiloMda' dhk)ph^. 

Softly fdfks her Stent Matt, 
See the bird 6f JiWlo \t66pitigi 

Melody lefigos to fate* 
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Vos etiam maefti falices. triftefque capreffi, 

Aurellx st^rnumicrta dicacameaei; 
Audi etiam« Morpheu, divum placidiflime MorpheUf 

UcV|uetor« nit'^nkus^mactfor igne iiovb. 

Triftc flrfftis, f^ Idhfe fluais,'Maaridcr;amaeno 
Murmure qui curfum flexilis drbe rota»! 

Mai;gkie fstpe etiam jquam pluriimis errat amatOTj 
^Cui tiia fubmittuntfloica dona decus. 

Sic quando fenfim kuiguens Philomela^ fileriteni 
Mollior aggrediHir» nee fine voce« proeum ; 

Afpice, de cobIo interea.Junonius ales 
Defcendeni, fatacedifiaancMeloa* 
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PART OF HOME R'S 
HYMN TO APOLLO, 

TRANSLATED WtiOU THE G&IEK. 

/^ OD of the Bow ! Apollo, thee I fing ; 

^^ Thee, as thoa draw'ft amain the fbanding ftring, 

Th' immortal pow-rs Tcvcrc with homage low, 

And cv'ry godhead trembles at thy bow. 
All but Latona : She with mighty Jove 
Eyes thee with all a tender parent's love; 
Cloies thy quiver, thy tough bow unbends. 
And high amid th' anhereal dome fufpends. 
Then fmiling leads thee, her all-glorious foQ, 
To (hare the mighty Thunderer's awful throne. 
Goblets of ne&r thy glad fire prepares. 
And thee, his faireH, nobleil fon declares; 
While ev'ry god fits rapt, Latona's breaft 
Beats with fuperior joy, and hails her fon confeftt 

Thrice bleft Latona I from thee, Goddefi, jpnmg 
Diana chaftc, and Phoebus ever-young: 
• Her in Ortygia's iflc, and Him you bore 
At Cynthius' hill on Delos' fea-girt fhore. 
Where the tall palm uprears its lovely head. 
And clear Inopus laves the flow'ry mead, 

OFhaeboff 

« Deloi aad Ortyjia are moatiooed u diflfecent lUmk ia Cbi 
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O Pho^us, where (hall I begin thy praifc i 
Well can'ft thou rule the poet's .artlcfs lays. 
Oft on the craggy rock, or mountain hoar. 
By river fide, pr on the fea's hoarfe (hbre, 
Wand'ring well-pleas'd, with mofld's magic ibondy 
And airs divine, thou charm'ft the region rouxuL 
Say, ihall I fing how firft on l>clos' fhore. 
Thee, glorious progieny, Latona.borc * ? 
How firft, from .other iflcs, beict .with grief^ 
In vain thy tortur'd mother fought relief. 
Each to her,om-caft. woe denied abode. 
Nor durft one iflc receive the ffttWe god. 
At length to Delos came the laboring Bar, 
And fuppliant thus bcfoiight her needful care* . 

Delos ! * receive ApoHo, spid O ! raife 
A glorious, temple to record his praifc! 
Then (hall He govern thee with gentle fway. 
And only Phccbus (hall thine iileobcy. 
What though no flocks, nor herds, nor juicy vine. 
Nor plants of choufand natures (hall be thine. 
Swift to the temple of the J3owyer-king +, 
Oblations rich (hall ev'ry nation bring; 
For ever fronv thy altars (hall arife 
The fragrant iocenfe of burnt-facrifice. 
No longer then regret thy barren foil, 
Keccive th? God, and live by other's toil I 

Sbe 

* Here feveral verfet oonUiniog nothing but a mtie lift of the 
names of iflands are omiited. 

+ Bouytr-kifi^ and B(fVjyer.G9d are ezprefliont frequently tt(t4 
^7 Dr^den, in his leifiou of the &ift lViid| \a ^ijiOlVi K^^ 
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She fpakc : Mth IriVata Apture'Mds fiftil^S, 
And footh'd'tliie fd^lhmt powV Witb inRtar thi^ 

Latona! mighfy^Oaras' ^oghfftr fair^ 
Full Veittingly 'wou^d Ddos «Uc fhy l^t^^ 
Full willingly behold her Inrm earth 
Witnefs the glori^'of ApoUo^ birth : 
The mighty GcKl-wcm^d raife my lowlyttQUs^ 
And confecnite his native iile to fune. 
One fear alone dilhufls my beating health 
That fear, O Godde{s> lift irhile I ititpttU 
Second to none lunid 4h* letheifeal (kka, 
Apollo foon dl ^errifaie ihall'rife : 
All nations fhali adore tike inighty God, 
And kings and kingdoms tremble at his nod« 
Haply (for ah! diie'fii^ thy ibul infiift. 
And fill with horrdr hly ^aitaoltaoas biesQl) 
Soon as the gfloribosGbdhfcad Audi be bom^ 
My defert region ^fll Tie view with fcom, 
Indigmtnt fptim me/coffe iny barren filil. 
And plurtgc ixito 'the 'W^es my hated ii!c» 
Triumphant thisnto faie^xer clinies temoVe, 
There fix his (hrine, 'pbht th^ieliis facitd ^ftMu 
Whelm'd in the briny main fhdSl Belos Ii^^ 
To all the finny 'br<Jod "a Vrctchcdpfcjr, 
But, O Latona! if, to qn^ll my ibr, 
You'U deign a foletfn faoitd okA to fl«i^» 
?that here the God his glorious feat fhall hold^ 
*ntl H«rt his -fepient brades unWM, 
Yquc facred burthen here, Latona, lay. 
Here vkiir the Coiftcad 4Hicftii^ iiilo A^ 
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Thus Delc».prayMvW^tWa;^lKrpi3gir;r depict. 
But foon with fol«mp:Vpw§ UiU9 rajti^ci; 

Witnefs O he^ycn an4 ^^ik^ O^tygiaa 1^! 

Dire adjusa^on, thaf no Qod majr, brcil^l, 

Ift^Delw (ha|l ApoUp's.lhri^eb^ rea^rM, 

Delos, hif beft beloy'dj^ napft honpur'd^ mpft rpycifjdn. 

Thus vow'd Latona : Delos h?ii;d her.^a^^ 
Bled in the glorias of ApQll9'^ birth* 
Kine haplefs days and n^hts, wit|i writhing throes^ 
And all the angui(h of a mpther's wo^s, 
Latona tortur'd lay ; in forrowing mood« 
Around her, many a fifter-goddefs f^ood. 
Aloft in hearen imperial Juno fat^ 
And view'd relentlefs her unhappy {afc» 
Lucina too> the kind afluaging^ pow'r 
That tends the lab'ring mother's child-bed h9ur«, 
And mitigates her woes> in golden clouds 
High on Olympus' top the Gpddefs fhrouds. 
Her large full eyes with indignatioi^ roll^ 
And livid envy feiz'd her, haughty foul. 
That from-Latona's loins was dppm'd to fprjnz 
So great a fon, the mighty Bowyer-king. 
The milder pow'n> that near the- lab'ring fair 
View'd all her pangs with unavailing care. 
Fair Iris fent« the many cplour'd maid. 
To gain with goodly g^ts Lucina's a^d. 
But charg'd hef heed, left Juno (hould prevent 
With prohibition dire their kind intent* 

Fleet 
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Fleet as the winged winds, the flying fair 
With nimble pinion cut the liquid air, 
Olympus gain'd, apart (he call'd the maid. 
Then fought with many a pray'r her needful aid. 
And mov'd her foul : when foon with dove-like pace 
Swiftly they mcafur'd back the vicwlefs airy fpacc. 

Soon as to Delos' ifle Lucina came 
The pangs of travail feiz'd Latona's frame. 
Her twining arms (he threw the palm around. 
And prcft with deep-indented knee the ground : 
Then into day fprung forth the jolly boy. 
Earth fmil'd beneath, and heaven rang with joy. 

The Sifter Pow'rs that round Latona ftood 
With chaftc ablutions cleans'd the infant-god. 
His lovely limbs in mantle white they bound. 
And gently drew a golden fwathe around. 
He hung not helplefs at his mother's breaft. 
But Themis fed him with an heavenly feaft. 
Pleas'd while Latona views the heavenly boy. 
And fondly glows with all a mother's joy. 
The lufty babe, ftrong with ambrofial food. 
In vain their bonds or golden fwathes withftood. 
Bonds, fwathes, and ligaments with eafe he broke. 
And thus the wond'ring Deities befpoke; 
** The lyre, and founding bow, and to declare 
*« The Thund'rcr's counfcis, be Apollo's carcl" 

He 



HYMN TO APOLLO. 351 

He fpake ; and onwards all majeftic ftrode ; 
The Queen of Heaven awe-ftrack view'd the God. 
Delos beheld him with a tender fmile> 
And haird, enrich'd with gold, her happy iflc ; 
Her happy ifle, Apollo's native feat. 
His facred haunt, his bcft-belov'd retreat. 
Grac'd with Apollo, Delos glorious fhines. 
As the tall mountain crown 'd with ilately pinesi^ 

Now ftony Cynthus wou'd the God afcend. 
And now his courfe to various iflands bend. 
Full many a fane, and rock, and (hady grove. 
River, and mountain did Apollo love ; 
But chiefly Delos : The lonians there. 
With their chafle wives and prattling babes, repair* 
There gladly celebrate Apollo's name 
With many a folemn rite and facred game ; 
The jolly dance and holy hymn prepare. 
And with the Cseftus urge the manly war. 
If, when their facred feaft th* lonians hold. 
Their gallant fports a ftranger fhou'd behold. 
View the ftrong nerves the brawny chiefs that brace. 
Or eye the fof ter charms of female grace ; 
Then mark their riches of a thoufand kinds. 
And their tall (hips bom fwift before the winds. 
So goodly to the fight wou'd all appear. 
The fair aflembly Gods he wou'd declare. 
There too the Delian Virgins, beauteous choir, 
Apollo's handmaids, wake the living lyre ; 
To Phoebus firft they confecrate the lays, 
Latona then and chafle Diana praife. 

Then 



Then herou otd> lyid n^atrostt^cln^jrct^etffih^ 
And.fgpcl^ tbc.rfptttr'^ ^f' wi^f;»Cfod:VC^. 
Each voice, the ]>sliafi maui«>.C9fh l>!»Wft^9iM4a 
With apteft imitation Cweu reTouad;:. 
Their tongue fo juftly tunc with acceot^.qjp^Sy 
That none thcfalfc diftiAguilh from thcL truf^ 

Laton^! Phccbus! Dian, lovely, fair I 
Bleft Delian nymphs^ Apollo's chiefeft care» 
All hail I aiKJl P wi^h praift your poet crowfl^ 
Nor all his labours in oblivion djowA^! 
If haply fom^ poor pilgrim, (hall enqRireg 
<« O, virgins, whp mod fkilf(4fn^(eii.thi(lyjei? 
" Whofe lofty vcrfe in fwcct^ft.dcfcant.roUs^ 
" And cha;na^8 to exufy the hearers foub ?'•' 
O anfwer, a blind bard in Chios dwdtSi 
In all the artf ofverCp who far cxccUs* 
Then o'er the.pqrth (hall fpread my. glorioos f«n^# 
And diftant Nations (hall record my name» 
But Phoebus never will I ceafe to fing, 
Latona's noble foo* the mighty Bowyer-rking* 

Thee Lycia and Mxon^a^ thee, gi:e^t Pow>#. |( 
The hkSt Miletuf ' habitants adore ; 
But thyjov'd haunt is fea-rgirt Delos' fl|orpt 

Now Pythons ftony foil Apollo treads. 
And all around ambrolial fragrance (hcds. 
Then ftrikes with matchlefs art the golden (faringfj 
And ev'jy hill with heavenly mufick rings* 



M: 



HYMN TO APOLLO. Sf| 

Olympus now and the divine abodes 
Glorious be feeks» and mixes with the Gods* 
Each heavenly bofom pants with fond defire 
To hear the lofty verfe and golden lyre. 
Drawn by the magic found, the Virgin-Nine 
With warblings fweet the facred minftrd join : 
Now with glad heart, loud voice, and jocund lay» . 
Full fweetly carol bounteous heaven's praife ; 
And now in dirges fad, and numbers flow 
Relate the piteous tale of human woe ; 
Woe, by the Gods on wretched mortals caft. 
Who vainly (hun afflidion's wintry blaft. 
And all in vain attempt with fond delay 
Death's certain (haft to ward, or chafe old age away* 

The Graces there, and fmiling Hours arc feen. 
And Cytherea, laughter-loving Queen, 
And Harmony, and Hebe, lovely band. 
To fprightlieft meafures dancing hand in hand* 
There, of no common pprt or vulgar mien« 
With heavenly radiance, (bines the Huntrcfs-Queen, 
Warbles refponfive to the golden lyre. 
Tunes her glad notes, and joins the virgin choir* 
There Mars and Mercury with aukward play. 
And uncouth gambols, wafte the live-long day* 

There as AppUo moves with graceful pace 
A thoufand glories play around his face ; 
In fpkndor dreft he joins the feftive band. 
And fweeps the golden lyre with magic hand* 
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Mean while^ Latona and imperial Jove 

Eye the bright Godhead with parental love ; 

And» as the Deides around him play. 

Well pleas'd his goodly mien and awful port furvey *• 

* The Tnmflator, wken he began this piece, had fome thoughlf 
of giving a complete Englilh verfion of all Homer^s Hymns, beiiy 
the onlj parts of his works never yet tranflated ; but (to fay nothing 
of his opinion of this fpecimen of his tranflation) fearing that this 
fpecies of poetry, though it has its beauties, and does not want ad. 
mirers among the learned, would appear far lefs agreeable to the 
mere Englifli reader, he defifted. They, who would form the 
jufteft idea of this fort of compolition among the ancients, may be 
better informed, by perufing Dr. Akenfide's moft claflkal Bymn to 
the Naiads, than from any tranflation of Homer or Callimacbus, 
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FROM CATULLUS, 

CHLOK, that dear bewitching prude^ 
Still caUs me faucy, pert, and rude^ 
And foraeti^ies almoft ilrikes mc ; 
And yet, I fwear, I can't tell how. 
Spite oE the kni^hg of her browj 
I'jp[^ very fore ih^ likes me. 

Afk you me, why i fancy thus ? 
Why, I hive calj'd her jilt, and pufsj 

And thought myfelf above her 5 
And yet 1 feel it, to my coft. 
That when I rail againft her moft^ 
' I'm very fuie I love her« 
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THE FIRST BOOK OP i 

THE HENRIADE, 

TRANSLATED FROM THE 

FRENCH OP M. DE VOLTAIRE. 

TH Y chieftain, France, o( try'd ilJirftrious worth/ 
By right of conqueft, king, by righf of birtb^ 
I fing. Who, totor'd in misfortune's fchool^ 
There learnt the nobleft fcience, how to rule ; 
Bad Faxon's furibus difcord ceafe to rave. 
Valiant to conquer, merciful to fav^ ; 
Baffled the daring League's rebellious fchemes. 
Mat E N N e's proud Hopes, and Spain^s ambitious dteadoos: 
With civil prudence bleft, with martial fire> 
A nation's conqueror, and a nation's fire. 

Truth, heavenly maid, from th' Empyraean height 
Defcend, and with thy ftrong and pureft light 
My verfe illume I and O, let mortals hear 
Thy facred word, and awfully revere I 
Be thoa,my guide I thy fage experience brings 
Unemng maxims to the ear of kings. 
'Tis thine, bled maid, and only thine, to (how 
What moft befits the regal pow'r to know. 
Purge thou the film from ofiTa nation's eyes. 
And (hew what iU& from civil difcord rife ! 
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Nor rpa|:e with decent boldnefs to difcloie 
The prince's errors, and the people's woes : 
And O ! if faUe e'er, in times of yore, 
Mix'd her foft accents with thy ftemer lore. 
If e'er her hand adorn'd thy tow'ring head. 
And o'er thy front her milder graces fpread n 
If e'er her fliades, which lovingly unite. 
Bad thy fair form fpring ftronger into lights 
With me, permit her all thy ileps to trace. 
Not to conceal thy beauties^ but to gmcel 

Still Valois reign'd, and funk in pleafure's bow'r,. 
O'er a mad date held loofe the reins of pow'r : 
The trampled Law had lof^ its ancient force. 
And Right confounded, mifs'd her even courfe. 
'Twas thus when Va LP IS France*« fceptre bore, 
Scepter'd indeed, but now a king no more ; 
Not glory's minion now, the voice of fame, 
Swell'd the loud trumpet to the hero's name ; 
His Ikurels wither'd, and all blafted now, ^ 

Which conqueft hung upon his infant brow ; 
Whofe progrefs Europe mark'd with confcious fear, 
Whofe lofs provok'd his country's common tear. 
When, the long train of all his virtues known. 
The North admiring call'd him to tiie throne 
In fecond rank, the light which ftrikes the eyes, 
Rais'd to the firft, grows dim, and feebly dies* 
From war's ftem foldier, aftive, firm, and brave. 
He funk a monarch, pleafure's abjedl flave« 
LuU'd with foft eafe, foJ-getful all of ftite. 
His weaknefs totter'd with a kingdom's weight; 

Aaj ^^^^^ 
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Whilft loft in; floth» and dead to glorious fame^ 
The Tons of riot govem'd in his name. 
Qy EL us, St. Maigri ir« death-cemented paio 
Jot E USE thegay* and D^Esperon theEdf, 
The caielefs king in pleafure phing*d with thefej 
In lull intemperate, and lethargic eafc. 

Mean time, the Guises, fortunate and bnve« 
Catch'd the fair moment which his weaknefs gave* 
Then rofe the fatal League in evil hour. 
That dreadful rival of his waning pow'n 
The people blrnd, their facred Monarch brav'd. 
Led by diofe Tyrants, who their rights enflav'd* 
His friends forfook him, helptefs and alone. 
His fervants chas'd him from his royal throne; 
Revolfed Paris, deaf to kingly awe. 
Within her gates the crouding ftranger Taw* 
Through all the city burft rebellion's flame; 
And all was loft, when virtuous Bourbon camC| 
Came, full of warlike ardour, to reftore 
That light his prince, deluded, had no more. 
Hicf affive prefence breathed an inftant flame; 
No longer now the fluggifh fons of fhame. 
Onward they prefs, where glory calls, to amis. 
And fpring to War from Pleafure's filken charms : 
To Paris' gates both kings advance amain, 
Rome felt th' alarm, and trembled haughty Spain: 
White Europe, watching where the tempeft falb> 
With anxious eyes bchdd th' unhappy walls. 
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Within was D19CORD4 with her hell-bom trains 
Stirring to war the League^ and haughty Mat n b^ 
The people^.and the church : and from on high 
Call'd out to Spaini rebellion's prompt ally. 
Discord, di^ moniler^ deaf to htiman woe^ 
To her own fubjedh ah avengeful foe^ 
Bloody, impetuousi eager to deftroy. 
In man's nusfortune founds her hateful joy ; 
To neither party ought of mercy (hown, 
Well-pleas'd fhe ftabs the dagger in her own 3 
Dwells a fierce tyrant in the breaft Ihe fires. 
And fmiles to punifh what herfelf infpiies. 

Weft of the city, near thofe borders gay. 
Where Seine obliquely winds her floping way, 
(Scenes now> where pleafure's foft retreats ate found* 
Where triumphs art, and nature fmiles around^ 
Then, by the will of fate, the bloody ftage 
For war'3 ftem combat and relentlefs rage) 
Th' unhappy Va loi s bad his troops advance. 
There ijplh'd at once the generous flrength of France* 
A thoufand heroes, eager for the fight. 
By fedls divided, from revenge unite* 
Thefe virtuous Bourbon leads, their chofen guide* 
Their caufe confederate, and their hearts allied* 
It ftem*d the army felt one common flaine. 
Their zeal, religion, caufe, and chief the fame* 

ThefacredLotJis, fire ofBouRBON's race,, / ' 
From aasure ikies, befide the throne of grace, 

V - A a4 Wsk 
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With holy joy beheld his future heir, 

Andey'd the Hero with paternal care ; 

With fuch as prophets feel, a bleft preTage, 

He {aw the virtues of his ripening age : 

Saw Glory round him all her laurels deal. 

Yet wail'd his errors, though he lov'd his zeal ; 

With eye prophetic he beheld e*en now. 

The crown of France adorn his royal brow ; 

He knew the wreath was deftin'd which they gave. 

More wiU'd the Saint, the light which ihines to fiive* 

Still He key's fteps mov'd onward to the throne. 
By fecret wzys, e'en to himfelf unknown ; 
His help from Heaven the Holy Prophet fent» 
But hid the arm his wife indulgence lent t 
Left fure of conqueft, he had flack'd his flaoie. 
Nor graphed danger for the meed of fame* 

Akeady Mars had donn'd his coat of mail^ 
And doubtful Conqueft held her even fcale ; 
Carnage with blood had mark'd his purple way. 
And flaughter'd heaps in wild confufion lay. 
When Valois thus his part'ner Idng addreft, 
Th^ figh deep-heaving from his anxious breaft, 

" You fee what fate, what humbling fate is minCs 
** Nor yet alone,— the injury is thine. 
'* The dauntlefs League, by hardy Chieftains led« 
'' Which hiifesfaaion with her Hydra head. 
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'* Boldly confederate by a defperate oadi, 

'* Aims not at me alone, but ftrikes at both. 

«* Though I long fincc the regal circle wear, 

«' Though thou by rank fucceed my rightful heir, 

*• Paris difowns us, nor will homage bring 

'• To me their prefent, you their future king. 

«• Thine, well they know the next illuftrions claim, 

•• From law, from birth, and deeds of loudeft fame ; 

•* Yet from that throne's hereditary right 

** Where I but totter, wou'd exclude thee quite. 

*' Religion hurls her furious bolts on thee, 

'* And holy councils join her firm decree : 

** Rome, though (he raife no foldier's martial band, 

«• Yet kindles war through every awe-ftruck land ; 

** Beneath her banners bids each hofl repair, 

«* And tnifts her thunder to the Spaniard's care, 

«* Far from my hopes each fummer friend is flown, 

•* No fubjedls hail me on my facred throne ; 

•* No kindred now the kind affedion (hows, 

«• All fly their king, abandon, or oppofe 2 

'• Rich in my fpoils, with greedy treacherous halle» 

*f While the bafe Spaniard lays my country wafle. 

«• Midft foes like diefe, abandon'd, and betray'd, 

** France in her turn (hall feek a foreign aid : 

•* Shall Britain's court by fecret methods try, 

** And win Eliza for a firm ally. 

«* Of oM I know between each pow'rful ftate, 

** Subfi(b a jealous and immortal hate; 

«* That Lt)nddn lifts its towMng front on high, 

•f ^nd looks on Paris with a rival eye ; 
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«' Bot 1, the monarch of each pageant throne^ 

*' Have now. no fubjeds, and no country own : 

«' Vengeance alone my ftem refolves avow^ 

" Wiio gives me thatj to me is Frenchman now. 

*' "fhe {hail-pac*d agents^ whofe deliberate way^ 

" Creeps on in trammels of prefcrib'd delay, 

•' Such fit not now ; 'tis You, great Prince, alone 

" Muft hafte a fuppliant to Eliza's throne* 

" Your voice alone fhall needful fuccours bring, 

" And arm Britannia for an injur'd king. 

'* To Albion hence, and let thy happier name 

*< Plead the king's caufe, and raife their generous flame! 

•* My foes* defeat upon thy arm depends, 

«' But from thy virtue I muft hope for friends." 

Thus fpoke the king, while He n rt*s looks confeft 
The jealous ardour which inflam'd his breaft. 
Left others' arms might urge their glorious claim> 
And raviih from him half the meed of fame. 
With deep regret the Hero number'd o*er 
The wreaths of glory he had won before; 
When, without fuccodrs, without (kill's intrigue, 
Himfelf with Condb (hook the trembling League* 
When thofe command, who hold the r^gal fway« 
It is a fubjed's virtue to obey. 
Refolv'd to follow what the King command^. 
The blows, fufpended, fell not from his bands ; 
He rein'd the ardour of his noble mind. 
And parting left the gather'd wreaths behind* 

Th* 



THE HENRIADfi.' ^f^i 

Th' aftonifli*d army felt a deep concern. 
Fate feem'd depending on the Chief's return; 
His abfence ftiU unknown, the pent-up foe 
In dire expedbmce dread the fudden blow ; 
While Valo is' troops fUll feel their hero's flame^ 
And virtue triumphs in her He nut's name. 

Of all his fav'rites, none their chief attend. 
Save Morn AT brave, his foul's familiar friend* 
Morn AY of fleady faiths and manners plain. 
And truth, untainted with the flatt'rers drain ; 
Rich in defert, of valour rarely tried, 
A virtuous champion, though on error's fide ; 
"^th fignal prudence blefl^ with patriot zeal 
Firm to his church, and to the public weal ; 
Cenibr of courtiers, but by courts belov'd, 
Rome's fierce affailant, and by Rome approv'd. 

Acrofs two rocks, where with tremendous roar. 
The foaming ocean lafhes either fhore. 
To Dieppe's ftrong port the Hero's fteps repair. 
The ready failors ply their bufy care. 
The tow'rbg fliips, old ocean's lordly kings, 
Alofb in air difplay their canvas wings ; 
Not fwell'd by Boreas now, the glafly feas 
* Flow'd calmly on, with Zephyr's gentle breeze. 
Now, anchor weigh'd, they quit the friendly (hore. 
And land receding greets their eyes no more. 
Jocund they fail'd, and Albion's chalky height 
At diftance rofe full fairly to the fight. 

Whea 
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^Nhta ramUing thunders rend th' affrighted pele» 
Load roar theivinds, and feas tempeftuous roll : 
The livid ligfatniBgi cleave the darkened air. 
And all around reigns herror and defpair. 
No partial fear die Hero's bofom knows, 
Whidi only trembled for his country's woes^ 
It ibem'd his looks toward her in filence bent, 
Accas*d the winds, which crofs'd his great intent* 
So Cjesar, ftrivingfor a conquer'd world. 
Near Epire's banks, with adverfe tempefts hurrd, 
Tmfting, ondaonted, and fecurely brave, 
Rome's and the world's hit to the fwdling wave. 
Though leagu'd with Poif pbt Neptv n b's felf cngsgt;* 
Oppos'd his fortune to dull Ocean's rage. 

Mean time that God, whofe power the tempeft binds, 
Who rides triumphant on the wings of winds. 
That God, whofe wifdom, which prefides o'er alU 
Can raife, proted, or cmfh this earthly ball. 
From his bright throne, beyond the ftarry Ikies, 
Beheld the Hero with coniidering eyes, 
God was his guide, and 'mid the tempeft's roar 
The toflmg veffel reach'd the neighbouring ihore; 
"Where Jerfey rifes from the ocean's bed. 
There, heaven-condudted, was the Hero led. 

At a fmall diftance from the (hore, Uiere ftobd 
The growth of many years, a (hadowy wood. 
A neighbouring rock the calm retirement favet 
¥rom the rude Uafts, and hoarfe-refoonding wavck 

A grotto 
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A grotto (lands behind, whofe ftmdore knows 
The fimple grace, which nature's hand beftows. 
Here far from court remov'd, a holy Sage 
Spent the mild evening of declining age. 
While free from worldly toils, and worldly woe. 
His only ftudy was himfelf to know i 
Here mus'd^ regretting on his mifpent days. 
Or loft in love, or pkafure's flowry maze. 
No gufts of folly fwell the dangerous tide. 
While all his paeons to a calm fubiide ; 
The bubble life he held an empty dream. 
His food the fimple herb, his drink the ftream ; 
Tranquil and calm he drew his aged breath. 
And look'd with patience toward the port of death. 
When the pure foul to blifsful realms ihall foar. 
And join with Gon* himfclf to part no moie« 
The God he worfhipp'd ey'd the zealous Sage, 
Ani blefs'd with wifdom's lore his filver'd age : 
Gave him the (kill of prophecy to know. 
And from fate's volume read events below* 

The Sage with confcjous joy the Prince addiefs'd, . 
And fpread the table for his royal ^eft ; 
The prompt repaft, which fimple nature fuits, 
Tfie ftream's frclh water, and the forcft's roots* 
Not unaccufiom'd to the homely £ire. 
The Warrior fat ; for oft from bufy care, 
T'rom court retir'd, and pomp's faftidious pride. 
The Hero dar'd to throw the king afide : 

And 
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And in the ruftic cot well-pleas'd partook 
Of labour's mean rq>aft, and chearful look ; 
Found in himfdf the jofB to kings unknown 
And felf-depos*d forgot the lordly throne. 

The world's contention to their minds fapplies 
Much convcrfe» wholfome to the good and wife. 
Much did they talk of woes in human lif«^ 
Of Chriflian kingdoms torn with jarring ftrife. 
The zeal of Morn at, like a ftubbom fort, 
Attach'd to Calvin ftood his firm fupport. 
Henrt, (till doubtmg, fought th' indulgent ikies. 
That light's clear ray might burft upon his eyes, 
<* Muft then, faid he, the truth be alwa3rs found, 
** To mortals weak with mifts encompas*d round i 
«♦ Muft I ftill err ? my way in darknefs trod, 
** Nor know the path which leads me to my God? 
«* If all alike he will'd as to obey, 
" The God who will'd it, had prcfcriby the way.** 

'* Let us not vainly God's defigns explore ! 
•« (The Sage reply'd) be humble, and adore! 
** Arraign not madly heav'n's unerring laws 
'* For faults, where mortals are themfelves the caofct 
** Thcftj aged eyes beheld in days of yore, 
«' When Calvin's doarine reach'd the Gallic fhoit, 
** Then, though with blood it now diftains the cartbi 
** Crecpbg in (hade and humble in the bixtb^ 
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I faw it bani(h*d by religion's laws. 
Without one friend to combat in the caofe* 
Through ways oblique I faw the phantom tread^ 
Slow winding, and afham'd to rear her head. 
'Till, at the laft, upheld by powerful arms, 
'Midft cannon's thunder, and 'mid war's alarmSj 
Burft forth the Monfter in the glare of light. 
With tow'ring front full dreadful to the fight; 
To fcoul at mortals from her tyrant feat. 
And fpum our altars at her impious £ect. 
Far then from courts, beneath this peaceful cotj 
I wail'd Religion's and my country's lot ; 
Yet here, to comfort my declining days. 
Some dawn of hope prefents its chearful rays* 
So new a worlhip cannot long furvive. 
Which man's caprice alone has kept alive. 
With that it rofe, with that (hall die away« 
Man's works and Man are bubbles of a day« 
ITic God, who reigns for ever and the fame. 
At pleafure blafts a world's prefumptaous aim* ' 
Vain is our malice, vain our ihength difplay'd^ ^ 
To fap the city his right hand hath made; 
Himfelf hath fix'd the ftrong fouiidations low^ 
Which brave the wreck of time, and hell's invetera^ 
* ••blow: ; 

The Lord of Lords (hall blefs thy purged fight 
With bright effulgence of diviner light ; 
On thecj Great Prince* his mercies he'll bcftow. 
And (faed that Truth -thy bofom pants to know^ - «> 
> •« That 
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** That God hath chofe thee» and his hand alone 
'« Safe through the war (hall lead thee to a throne. 
•< Conqueft already (for his voice is fate^) 
•• For thee bids Glory ope her golden gate. 
«< If on thy fight the Troth onnotic'd falls 
*' Hope not admiflion in thy Paris' walls« 
" Though fplendid Eafe invite thee to her armsj 
'* O fhun« Great Prince^ the Syren's poi(bn'd charms! 
** 0*er thy ftrong paflions hold a glorious reign» 
*' Fly love's foft lap, break pleafure's filken chain! 
'* Ajid when* with efforts ftrong, all foes o'erthrown, 
** A League's great conqueror* and what's more 

** Your Own, 
" When, with united hearts, and triumph's voice, 
*' Thy people hail thee with one common choice, 
•' From a dread fiege, to fame for ever known* 
*• To mount with glory thy paternal throne, 
" That time, Affliaion (hall lay by her rod, 
*' And thy glad eyes (hall feek thy father's God : 
*• Then (halt thou fee from whence thy arms prevail. 
** Go, Prince,— Who trusts in GOD^— can nerer 
•' fail." 

. Each word the Sage's holy lips impart. 
Falls, like a flame, on Hbnrt's generous heart. 
The Hero ftood traniported in his mind 
To times, when God held converfe with mankind# 
When iimple virtue taught her heav'n-bom lore» 
And Truth commanding bad e'en king's adore. 

Hii 
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His eager arms the reverend Sage embrace. 
And the warm tear faft trickled down hii face» 
Untouch'd,' yet loft awhile in deep furprife. 
Stood MoRNAY brave; for ftill on Mornat's eyes 
Hung error's mift, and God's high will conceal'd 
The gifts from him to Henry's breaft reveal'd. 
His wifdom idly would the world prefer, 
Whofe lot> though rich in virtues, was to err. 
While the rapt Sage fulfilling God's beheft. 
Spoke infpiration to tlie Prince's breaft, 
Hulh'd were the winds, within their caverns bound. 
Smooth flow'd the ieas, and nature fmil'd around. 
The Sage his guide, the Hero fought his way 
Where the tall veflels fafe at anchor lay i 
The ready failors quit the friendly ftrand, 
Hoift the glad fails, and make for Albion's land. 

While a'er her. coaft his eyes admiring range. 
He prais'd in filence Britain's happier change: 
Where laws abus'd by foul intcftine foes. 
Had erft entail'd a heap of dreadful woes 
On prince and people ; on that bloody ftage. 
Where flaughter'd heroes bled for civil rage ; 
On that bright throne, from whence defcended fprings, 
Th' illuftrious lineage of a hundred kings. 
Like Henry, long in adverfe fortune fchool'd. 
O'er willing Englilh hearts a Woman rul'd : 
And, rich in manly courage, female grace, 
Clos'd the long luftre of her crouded race, 

VoL.LXVIII. Bb Eliza 
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Eliza tfaen» in Idtttn't htfffkk htnai. 

Held the jaft bokttce of obftttiiding {XMr'r ; 

Made Englifli fabjeat bow the willing kfiee» 

Vfhb win nOit ierre« and ate not happy fwe* 

Beneath her facred leign die nation knows 

Ko fad r e me m bia n c e of ih former Wtks ; 

Their flocks fecurtfy gnut'd die fertile plain. 

Their gamers borfting With their golden gnon* 

The ftatdy fliips^ thdt fwelling fadjb nnforPd, 

Brooght wealth and homage froni the diftant woild : 

AH Europe watch'd Britannia^s bold decree. 

Dreaded by land> and monarch of diefca. 

Wide o'er the waves her fleet exolting rode. 

And fortune triumphM oter Ocean^s Goi>« 

Frond London now^ no more of barbaroos £une. 

To arms and commerce nrg'd her bfended clain. 

Herpow'n^ in union leagued, together iatCj 

King, Lords^ and Commons, in their threef<^ Ibtt 

Though ieparate each their feveral inteieft draw. 

Yet all united form the ftedfafl law. 

All three, one body's members, firm and fit. 

Make but one pow'r in Itrong conjunction kmt; 

Pow'r to itfcif of danger often found. 

But fpreading terror to its neighbours roiuid. 

Bleft, when the people duty's homage ihow. 

And pay their king the tribute which they owe! 

More blefl, when kings for milder virtues known, 

Proted their people's freedom from this throne ! 

*' Ah when, cry'd Bourbon, fliall oor difcord oeafc» 

«• Our glory, Albion, Tife> like thine, in peace ? 
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^ £k[fii» Uta&ir yt idngs^ ye lords of jacfing ftates^ 
^* A Woman bids^ and War bath clos'd i^ gates : 
^ Yd VR countries bleed witk fadtioos n^ oppieft^ 
^ While Srb reigns happy o'er a peof^ bleft." 

Mean time the Hero rea^h'd the (ea>^rt 1%^ 
Where freedom bids eternal plenty finik ; 
Not far fipiQ WilKam's Tow'r at <Uftw9<: fpen. 
Stood the fam'd palace of the Virgin Q^ieen. 
Hither^ t!^ iait^nl Ho^natY at his fide^ 
Withput the noife and pageant pomp of pridf « 
The tqys of gnmdeur which the vain pqifne* 
But gl^ie unheeded to the hexo's view, 
Thp Prince arrived : With bold and manly &n(c 
He fpoke^ his femknefs all his doqoenee; 
Toldhis fid taie»^ and bow'd his bfty hearty 
For France's woes, to aft fubmiflion's part ; 
For needful aids the Britifh Queen addreft> 
While, in the fuppiiant, (hone the king confefl:. 
« Com'ft thou, reply'd the Qjueen, wiA ftrangc fur- 

" prife,. 
•« Com'ft thou from Valois for the wifh'd allies ? 
♦♦ A(k'ft thou protedHon for a tyrant foe, 
«♦ Whofe deadly hate work'd dl thy fortune's woe? 
<* Far as the golden fun begins to rife, 
•* To where he drives adown the weftem flues,. 
•* His ftrife and Thine to all the world is known : 
^' Stand'tft thou for Him a friend at Britain's throne ^ 
^ And is that hand, which Valoxs oft hath iear^d« 
^ Ana'd in his caufe, and for his vengeance rear'd ?" 
B b a Wb«x 
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When thas the Prince ; ^* A monarch's adverfe fate* 
* Wipes all remembrance out of former hate, 
y A LOIS was then a (lave» his paflion*8 flave. 
But now himfelf a monarch firm and brave ; 
He burfls at once the ignominious chain, 
Refumes the Hero, and afferts his reign* 
Bkfty if of nature more aflur'd and free. 
He'd fought no aid but from himfelf and met 
But, led by fraud, and arts, all infinceve. 
He was my foe from weaknefs and from fear* 
His faults die with me, when his woes I view, 
I've gain'd the conqueft— grant me vengeance, Yoc 
For know the work is thine, Uluftrious Dame, 
To deck thy Albion's brows with worthieft fame, 
Let thy protection fpread her ready wings. 
And fight with me the injur'd caufe of Kings!" 



!»» 



Eliza then, for much (he wifh'd to knowj. 
The various turns of France's long-felt woe, 
\Vhence rifing firil the civil difcord came. 
And Paris kindled to rebellion's flame— 
" To me. Great Prince, thy griefs are not unkBOwn^ 
** Though brought imperfed, and by Fame alone $ 
*♦ Whofe rapid wing too indifcrcetly flies, 
'^ And fpreads abroad her indigefled lies* 
*^ Deaf to her tales, from thee, Illuflrious Youth,. 
" From thee alone Eliza feeks the truth, 
" Tell me, for you have witnefs'd all the woe, 
** Valois' brave friend, ox Valois 'conquering foe. 
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^^Szy, whence this friendfliip, this alliance grew, 
•' Which knits the happy bond 'twixt him and you ; 
^* Explain this wond'rous change, 'tis you alone 
•' Can paint the virtues which yourfelf hath (hown. 
** Teach me thy woes, for know thy (lory brings 
«* A moral leffon to the pride of kings." 

** And muft my memory then, lUuftrious Queen, 
-** Recal the horrors of each dreadful fcene ? 
^' O had it pleas'd th* Almighty Pow'r (which knows^ 
" How my heart bleeds o'er all my country's woes) 
♦* Oblivion then had fnatch'd them from the light, 
'* And hid them buried in eternal night. 
** Neareft of blood muft I aloud proclaim, 
** The princes' madnefs, and expofe their fhame ? 
** Refledion (hakes my mind with wild difmay— 
•• But 'tis Eliza's will, and I obey. . , 

** Others^ in fpeaking, from their fmooth addrefs, 
*» Might make their weaknefs or their crimes feem le6j 
•« The flow'ry art was never made for me, 
•« I fpeak a foldier's language, plain and free.'* 
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AN IMITATltoN FROM TH* SPECTATO*. 

A Month hadi rdl'd its laky hoars away. 
Since Delia's prdence bleis'd her longing fwaia: 
H6w coii'd he Brook die lluggiih time'^s delay, 
Whkt'chanB cou'd fofien Aich an age of pain? 

One fond refledlion ftiU his bofom chear*d. 
And foojth'd the tormoits of a lover's care» 

'Twas that for I)elia*s felf the bow'r he rear'd. 
And fancy pbc'd the bymph already there. 

O donte« dear maid, and with a gentle fmile. 
Such as lights dp my lovely fair one*s face. 

Survey the j)roduA of thy (hepherd's toil« 
Nor rob the villa df the villa's grace. 

Whatever improvements flrike thy cunbiis fight. 
Thy tdle hath formM — ^let nie not call it mine, 

'Since when I mufe on thee, and feed delight^ 
I form no thought that is not wholly Ihine. 

Th' apartments deftin'd for my charmer's uk, 
(For love in trifles is confpicuous (hewn) 

Can fcarce an obje^ to thy view produce. 
But bears the dear refemblance of thine own. 

And truft me, love, I could almoft believe. 
This little fpot the manfion of my fair; 

But that awak'd from fancy's dreams I grieve^ 
To find its proper owner is not dicre. 

Oh! 
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<% 1 I could doat upon the vxx^i k^ofi. 
Its profped ovcfr 1^11 zi^ ch^p^^ wi4c^ 

But .that it jfa9J^ the ^iqus W9y becwcjenj 
That parts Ay JCteowp ftoip ^ pjroiws'i i^4e» 

The gsQT^c^ no^ put fpith tiidir blpOoBis fw^$ 
In Nitre's flovir'jy numde gayty ditft« 

The clofe-trimiii'd .hedge, and dueling border ne^. 
All a& jny Ddia for their 4e4ieft {{Heft. 

The lilly pale, ,the purplewbldhing xo&. 
In this fair fpot thdr min^bd.beanties join $ 

The woodbine here its curling tendrils throws^ 
In wreatbs fantaftic xQuad the maatUog vme« 

The branchfqg:^boHr;h^re/(>r,lofir«is n^. 
For dalliance met, oripog, pr ^iboioi)s t^Ie^p 

^lall oft pfot«d us with ils cpoling (bjtcje, 
Wl^ea^fiil^y Fboebus burns the Ifx^y y^ 

'Tls all another paradile around^ 
And, tmft me, fi> it would appear to iiie« 

Like the fudk aum weie I not k^rndy ionni. 
And but half hfeft, my ]Mia, waofsbg thee« 

iFor two, but two, rvefosm'^ t bvely W2^» 
And I have call'd it by my fidr one's aaroe s 

Here bleft wi^i thee, t'«BJoy thy pleafing tfldk» 
While fools miA mdmicin^bpw fSbeJcoe^ tQ:fwe. 

B b 4 The 
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The raftic path already have I try'd. 
Oft at the finking of the fetting day; 

And while, my love, I thought thee by my fide. 
With careful fteps have worn its edge away. 

With thee I've held difcourfe, how pafling fweetl 
While fancy brought thee to my raptur'd dream« 

With thee have prattled in my lone retreat^ 
And talked down fans, on love's delicious theme. 

Oft as I wander through the ruftic croud, 
Mufing with downcaft look, and folded arms> 

They ftare with wonder, when I rave aloud. 
And dwell with rapture on thy artkfs charms* 

They call me mad, and oft with finger rude^ 
Point at me leering, as I heedlefs pafs; 

Yet Colin knows the caufe, for love is fhrewd. 
And the young, (hepherd courts the farmer's lafs« 

Among the fruits that grace this Imje feat. 
And all around their cluftring roliage fpread. 

Here mayft thou cull the peach, or ned'ii&e fweet. 
And pluck the (trawberry from its native bed. 

And all along the river's verdant £de, 
I've planted elms, which rife in even row| 

And fling their lofty branches far and wide. 
Which float lefleaed in the lake below. 
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Since IVc been abfent from my lovely fair. 
Imagination fofms a thoufand fchemes. 

For O ! my Delia^ thou art all my care. 
And all with me is. love and golden dreams* 

O flatt'ring promife of fecure delight ; 

When will the lazy-pacing hours be o'er ? 
That I may fly with rapture to thy fight. 
And we Ihall meet again to part no more* 



A BALLAD 
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YE (hepherds fo carelds and gay, 
Who fport with the nym^ of the plain« 
Take heed left you ffoltc away 

The peace 700 can never regain* 
Xet not Follj yoar hohms annoy ; 

And of LoTe> the dear mifchie^ bew^tic* 
Ton may think 'tisaU fanfliine and joy, 
—I know 'dso'eiihadow'd with care, 

Xore's morning how blithfome it (hines^ 

With an afpedl decdtfoUy fair^ 
lis day oft in ibrrow declines^ 

And it fets in the night of defpatr. 
Hope painte the gay fcene to the fights 

While fancy her viiions beftows^ 
And gilds er'ry dream with delight^ 

But to wake ns to ienfiUe woes. 

How hard is my lot to comphdn 

Of a nymph whom I yet moft adore^ 
Though (he love not her (hepherd again* 

Her Damon muft love her the more* 
Por it was not the pride of her fcx. 

That treated his vows with difdain* 
For it was not the pleafure to vex. 

That made her delude her fond fwain; 
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^Twas His, the fair nymph to behold. 

He hop'd -* and lie raflily bcficy'd, 
^Twas her's to be fattBlfy coW ; 

— He lov'd — arifl WM fondly deceiv'd. 
For fuch is of lovers thfe doom. 

While paffions their reafon beguile, 
*Tis warrant enough to piefnme. 

If they catch *btft a look or a fmile. 

Yet furcly my Phyllis would feem 

To prize me mod ih^herds above ; 
But that might be only efteem. 

While I fooliftily conftru'd it love. 
Yet others, like Damon, believ'd 

The nymph might have favoured her fwain« 
And others, like Him, were deceiv'd. 

Like Him, thougb they cannot complain. 

Of Phyllis was always my fong. 

For (he was my pride and my care ; 
And the folks, as we wander'd along, 

Wou*d call us the conjugal pair. 
They mark'd how I walk*d at her fide. 

How her hand to my bofom I preft. 
Each tender endearment I try'd. 

And I thought none was ever fo bleft* 
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But now the ddofioA is o'er, 

Tliefe day-dreams of pleafuie arc fled. 
Now Her Damon is pleafing no more. 

And the hopes of her fhepherd are dead* 
May he that ro^* fair (hall obtain. 

May He, as thy Damon, be tnie; 
Or haply thoolt think of that fwain. 

Who bids thee, dear maiden, adieu* 



TO 
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TO C H L O R 

TF Chloe feck one, verfe of mbe 
'* I call not on jhc tuneful Nine 

With ufelefs Invocation ; 
Enough for Me that She fhould aik^ 
I fly with pleafure to the Talk, 

And Her's the Infpiration. 

"When Poets fung in^antient Days, 
The Mufes that infpir*d their Lays>» 

Of whom there fuch Paradds 
Their Deities, let Pride confefs. 
Were nothing more, and nothing!e& ^ 

Than earth-born mortal Ladies. 

Did any nymph her fubjeft chufe ? 
She ftrait commenced infpiring Muse ; 

And every Maid, of lovely Face, 
That ftruck the Heart of wounded Swain> 
Eptalted to yon ftarry Plain,. 

Was regifter'd a Grac e» 

Thefe were the Compliments of old. 
While Nymphs, among the Gods enrolled, 

Qaim*d Love's obfequious Duty • 
Thus, while each Bard had favourite Views, 
Each Nymph became a Grace, or Muse, 

A Venus cvciy Beauty, 

Say, 



3S» LLOYD'S FQBMS; 

Say, in thefe latter Dajrs of otin. 
When Love cxert» his ofoal Powers, 

What diflference lies between os ? 
In Chloe's felf at once I boaft. 
What Bards of every age might toaft> 

AMufrE, AGrac£> aVaiius.. 

In Chloe are a thoofand chaivt^ 
Though Envy call her fey tQ %m9^ 

And giggling Girls may flout her». 
The Muss inhabits in her Mtii(l> 
A Venus in her form we find. 

The G&A.CES all about her.. 
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TO THE MOON. 

ALL hail ! m^jiMo Qmm of Nighty 
Bright Cynthia! fweeteft Nymph^ whofeprefence 
I brings 

The peniive {rfeafmes^ cdm 4^bf, 
While Contemplation fmooths her ruffled wings. 

Which Folly's t«ii tomnltoons joys. 
Or bafinefs, care, and batx of lofty day 
Have all too ruffl^. -^ Hence, tiw$y 

Stale Jed, and fUppant Mirth, and Strife-engend'ring' 
Noife. 

When Evemng dons her mande grey, 

I'll wind my folitary way,^ 

And hie me toibme lonely grore 

(The haunt of Fancy and of love) 

Whofe focial br^lnches, far outfpread>. 

Poflefs the mind with pleafirtg dread* 

While Cynthia quivers through the trees 

That wanton with the fmnmer b ree ze . 

And the clear biook, or dimpled ftieaffl> 

Reflet oblique her dancing beam* 

How often, by thy filvct light. 

Have Lovers' tongdeb begml'd die Night ? 

When forth, the happy pair have ftray'd. 

The amorous fw«in and tender maid. 

And as they walked the groves 2^ng> 

Chcer'd the tSXL &\t wkh nunoiis Ibag. 

While 
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While ev'ry AytAil ftsain cofifefl 

The xnutvml Pa^nin their hieaft. . . 

The lovers' hours fly fwift sway. 

And Night lela^buit yieidt to Ila3F^ . : .' 

Thrice happy Nymphs thrice happy Youth^ 
When Beauty is thi» meed of Truth 1 

Tet not the happy Loves aIone» 
Has thy celeflial prefence known* 
To thee complains the Nymphfprlom, 
. Of broken faith, and Vowft forfworn ; 
And the dull Swain, with folded Arms^ 
Still mufing on his falfe one's charms> 
Frames many a fonnet to her name, 
(As Lovers ufe to expxefs their flame j 
Or pining wan with thoughtful care. 
In downcaft filence feeds Defpair; 
Or when the Air dead ilillnefs keeps. 
And Cynthia on the water fleeps ; 
Charms the dull ear of fober night. 
With love-bom Mufic's fweet delight*. 

Oft as thy Orb performs its round. 
Thou Uft'nefl to the various found 
Of Ihepherds' hopes and Maidens' fcari 
(Thofe confcious Cynthia filent hears • 
While Echo which ftill loves to mock. 
Bears them about from Rock ta Rock.) 
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Bat ihift we now the penfive fcene^ 
Where Cynthia filven o'er the green* 
Mark yonder Spot« whofe equal rim 
Forms the green circk quaint and trim ; 
Hither the Fairies blith advance. 
And lightly trip in mazy dance; 
Beating the panfie-paven ground 
In frolic meafuresjround and round ; 
Thefc Cynthia's Revels gayly keep. 
While lazy mortals fnore afleep ; 
Whom oft they vilit in the night, 
1^0 1 vifible to human fight ; 
And as old prattling Wives relate. 
Though now the fafhion'sout of date, 
Drop fixpence in the Houfewifc's Ihoe, , 

And pinch the Slattern black and blue. 
They fill the mind with airy fchemes. 
And bring the Ladies pleafant dreams* 

Who knows not Mab, whofe chariot glides. 
And athwart men's nofes rides? 
While Ob ERON, With. Fairy, trips. 
And hovers o'er the Ladies Lips ; 
And when he fteals ambrofial blifs, ^ 

And foft imprints the charming Kifs, 
In Dreams the Nymph her fwaui purfaes^ 
Nor thinks 'tis Oberon that woes. » .. • 

Yet fportlve Youth, irid lovely Mr, ' ^ 

From hence, m/Leftfti read;'bewarq^ •• • .. -Mt'X 
'- Vox.. LXVIII. C c Whie 
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VHaik Innocence aiid V&rih (vefide^ 
^e care not wheie the Fairies glide $ 
And Ob E RON wiH never mifs 
To greet his favMtes with a Kifs^ 
Kor ever more Ambrofia fips. 
Than when he vifits *6 Lips* 

When an things cMc in filence fleep. 
The blithfome Elfs their vigils keep^ 
And always hover round about. 
To find our worth or fraihies out. 
Receive with joy thcfe Elfin fparks. 
Their Kifies leave no telltale Madcau 
IBut breathe frefh beauty o'er the face^ 
^IVhere all is Virtue, all i« grace* 

^ot ody «lfin Tays delight 
To hail the fober C^cen of Night, 
%t that fweet Bird, whofe gurgling Throat 
Warbles the thick melodious note, 
Dudy as Evening Shades prevail, 
Renews her Toothing love-lorn tale. 
And as the Lover penfivegoes, 
Chaunts out her fymphony of Woes» 
"Whidi in boon Nature's wilder tone. 
Beggar all founds ni^hich Ait has known* 

Bnt hift — — * the melancholy \M 
Among the Gtom^mmwi^ilV^ 
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And Cynthia pales hex filver ray 
^Before th' approach of gpldeai Day,. 
"Which on yon mountain-* mifty heightj > 
Stands tiptoe with his gjadfome Light. 
TJow the IhriU Larit in adier floats^ 
And carols wild her liquid notes^ 
IVhile Phoebus, in his lufty pride. 
His flaring beams fiinga far and wiJe. 

"Cynthia farewell the pcnfive Mufe, 

"No more her feeble flight purfues, » 

But all unwilling takes her way. 
And mixes with the buzz of Day« 
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THE Beaaqr which the Gods beftovr«^ 
Did they but give it for a (how ? ' 
No — 'twas lent thee from aboyc;^ 
To ihcd its Luftre o*cr thy face,' 
And with its pure and native grace 
To charm the foul to Love. 

The flaunting Sun, whofe weftcm beam9« 
This Evening drink of Oceans' ftreamsj 

To-morrow iprings to Light. 
But when thy Beauty fets, my Fair, 
No morrow (hall its beam repair^ 

'Tis all eternal Night. 

5ee too, my Love, <die vkgm Rofe, 
How fweet, how bafhfjolly it bl&ws 

Beneath the vernal Ikies ! 
How foon it blooms in full difplay, 
its bofom opening to the Day, 

Then wuhers, ihrinks, and diesi. 

Of mortal Life's dedining Hour, 
Such is the Leaf, the bud, the Flow'r ^ 

Then crop the Rofe in Time. 
Be bleft and blefs, and kind impart 
The juft return of Heart for Heart;, 

£n Love becomes a Ciime» 
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To Hcafure then, my Charmer, hafte. 
And ere thy Yoath begins to wafte^ 

Ere Beauty 4ini8 its ray. 
The proffer'd gift of Love employ, | 

Improve each moment into Joy,, , 

Be happy, wfiilft you may* 
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T,0 THE REV. MTU H ANBURY, 

OF CHURCH.LANGTON, tEICISTERSHIRi;. 

ON HIS PLANTATIONS. 

\JiT HI LE vain purTuits a trifling race engage,. 
^ ^ And Virtue flambera ina thriftlefs age. 
Thy glorious plan \ on deep foundations laid. 
Which aiding Nature, Nature's bound to aid,. 
The wife man's ftudy, theugh the blockhead's Scorn,. 
Shall fpeak for ages to a world unborn. 
Though fools deride, forCenfure'» ftill at hand- 
To damn the work ihe cannot underftand,. 
Purfue thy projieA with an ardour fit ; 
Fools are but whetftones to a man of wit. 

Like puling infants fecm'd thy rifing plan. 
Now knit in (Irength,. it fpeaks an active man* 
So the broad oak, which from thj grand defiga 
Shall fpread aloft> and tell the world 'twas thine>. 
A ftrip'Ung firft, juft peep*d above the ground. 
Which, ages hence, (hall fling its fliade around*. 



See Mr. HaDbury*t Bflay on Planting. 
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SENT T& A tADY, WiTR A SEAL. 

TIT impreffion which this feal (hall mike^ 
The rougher hand of force may break ;. 
Or jealous time, with flow decay. 
May all its traces wear away; 
But neither time nor force combined,. 
Shall tear thy image fVom my mind y 
Nor fhall the fweet tmprejjion fade 
Which Chloe's thoufand charms have made? 
For fpite of time, or force, or art, 
^v&feaVdiottstx oa my hearts 
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A B A L L A fiL 

TTARK, haifc, 'ds a Toicerroiii die toiiiby 
-*'* Comr, LucT, it crics^ conic awaj,^ 
The grafc ofth^ Coli n bas room 

To reft thee bcfide hb cold day. 
I come, my dear ihq)licrd, I come. 

Ye friends and compaDions adka : 
I hafte to my Colih's daik hoiiie» 

To die on his boTom fo true* 

An moornful the midnight bell rung. 

When LucT, fad Luct, arofe; 
And forth to the green turf (he fprang;. 

Where Colih's pale aihes repofe. 
AH wet with the night's chilling dew. 

Her bofom embraced the cold ground. 
While ftormy winds over her bkw. 

And night-mvens croak'd aS-aroond* 

•• How long, my lov'd Colxx," flie ciy'd, 

*' How long moft thy Luct complain ? 
^' How long (hall the grave my love hide ? 

" How long ere it join os again ? 
«« For thee thy fond ihepherdeis liv'd, 

'« With thee o'er the world woold (he fly; 
<< For thee has (he forrow'd and griev'd ; 

<' For thee woold ihe Ik down and die» 



^ 
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'* Alas I what avails it how dear 

«♦ Thy Lucy was once to her fwain I' 
«« Her fac« like the lily fo fair, 

" And eyes that gave light to the plain. 
" The (hephcrd that lov'd her IS gone; "' ^ ' ' 

** That face and thofe eyes charm no more";. 
** And Lucy forgot, and alone, 

" To^dcath Ihi^ her Colin deplore." 

While thus (he lay funk in defpair. 

And mourn'd to the echoes around, 
Inflam'd all at once grew the air. 

And thunder (hoek dreadful the ground*. 
'« I hear the kind call, and obey, 

•« Oh, Colin receive me," (he cried,. 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay. 

She hung on his tomb^fione, and died.. 
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EPISTLE TO A FRIEH&i 

•« T^O, (hidf iiiojre-«^(cafd diat Sktn^ Bah, ' 
•* -■^ Whofc fatal charms are moid'rcraa white tSgf 

pleafe* 
•* Wit's fcanty ibreams will fret their cfaamiel dry,. 
^ If Learning's fpring withhold the fit(h fnpply^ 
*♦ Turn leaf by kafgigantick volumes o*er, 
*' Nor blufh to know what antients wrc^e hefbit^ 
•^ Why not, fom^times* regale admiring friends 
^ With Greek and Latin fprinklings^ odda and tak I 
'< Exert your talents; read, and read to write! 
** As Horace fays, mix profit with delight." 

'Tis rare advice t but I am flow td mend^ 
Though ever thankful to my partial fiietid : 
Full of flrange fears — for hopes are baniih'd all— ► 
I lift' no more to Phoebus' facred call, 
Smit with the Mufe, 'tis true, I fought her charms ; 
But came no champion, clad in cumb'rous arms». 
To pull each rival monarch from his throne,. 
And fwear no lady Clio like my own* 
All unambitious of fuperior praife. 
My fond amufement a(k*d a fprig of bays^ 
Some little fame for ftringing harmlefs vcrfe^ 
And e'en that little fame has prov'd a curfe ; 
Hitch 'd into rhime, and dragg'd through muddy profit 
By butcher criticks, worth's confcd'rate focsr 

If 



EPISTLE TO A F RIEND. S95 

If then. the Mafe no more fhaU ftrWe to pleafcr 
lullVi in die hpppj kthargy of cafe ;. 
If, unadvcnt'rous, ihc forbear to fing. 
Nor take one^hpught to pluine her ruffled wing j; 
'Tis that die hates^ howe^r hf nature vain^. 
The fcurril nonienfe of a venal train. 
When defp'rate robbersr ifluing from the wafte^* 
Make fuch rode inroads on the land of tafte» 
Genius grows fick beneath the Gothick rage^ 
Or ieekt her lauielt from fome worthier age- 
As for Myfdfy I own tfie prefent charge ;. 
Lazy and lounging,. I confefs at large : 
Yet Eafe, perhaps, may iooie her filken chains>. 
And the next hour become an hour of pains^ 
We write^ we read, we aft, we thinki by fits. 
And follow all things as the humour hits ; 
For of all pl^ures, which the world can bring,. 
Variety— O I dear variety's the thing f 
Our learned Coke,, from whom we. fcribbkrs draw 
All the wife Dtftums of poetick law. 
Lays down this truth, from whence my maxim follows^, 
(See Horace,. Ode Dec. Sext. — the cafe Apollo's) 
•' The God of Verfe difclaims a plodding wretch,. 
•• Nor keeps his bow for ever on the ftretch.** 

However great my thirft of honeft fame, 
I DOW with rev'rence to each letter'd name j. 
To worth, where'er it be, with joy fubmit,. 
But own no curft monopolies of wit. 

Nor 



3^6 LLOYD'S POEMS. 

Nor thinks my friends if I bat rarely qaote^ 
And little reading (hints through what PvcVrote^ 
That I bid peace to ev'ry learned (helf, 
Becauie I dare form judgment* for myfelf. 
— dh f ' wcri it mine, with haj^y (kill to loolc 
Up to theoNE, the Universal Book! 
Open to all — to him, to me, to you, 
—For N A T u R E 's open to the general view--' 
Then would I fcprn the ancients* vaunted ftore. 
And boaft my thefts, where they but robbed befoiff 

Mean while with them, while Graecian (bunds impart 
Th' eternal paffions of the human heart, 
Burfting the bonds of eafe and Isay icSt, 
I feel the flame mount adive in my breaft f 
Or when, with joy, I turn the Roman pag^ 
I Uve, in fancy, in th' Augustan age ! 
Till fame dull Bavius' or a Maevius' name, 
Damn'd by the Muss to everlafting fame. 
Forbids the mmd in foreign climes to roamr 
And tarings me back to our own ibob at homer 
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^HE CAPRICIOUS LOVERS. ^ 

AIR L 

WHILE the cool and gentle brecase 
Whifpcrs fragrance through the trceau 
Nature walking o'er Ihefcene ""■ 

•Clad in robes of lively green, • 

From the fweethefs of the place 
iLabour wears a chearful face* 

Sure I tafte of joys fincere, 

faithful Colin, ever near J V 

When with ceafelefs toil opprefs'd^ 

'Wearied nature links to reft. 

All my labours to beguile^ - n 

iLove fhall wake me with a fmile. 

AIR II. 

THOUGH my features I'm tol4 

Are grown wiinkled and old, ^^ 

Dull wifdom I hkte and detcft. 

Not a wrinkle is there 

Which is furrow'd by care. 
And my heart is as light ^s the bcft; ' • •* 

:>' Whcm 
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When I look on my boya 

They renew all joys, 
Afyfclf in my children I fee; 

While the comforts I find 

Ib the kingdom my mind, 
Tronounce that my kingdom is frce» 

In the days I was yomig, 

O ! I capcr'd and fung ; 
'*nie h&s came flocking apace. 

But now turn'd of threeRrore 

1 can do fo no more, 
■■ W hy then let my boy take my place. 

Of our pleafures we crack. 
For we ftill love the fmack 

And chuckle o'er what we have been.; 
Yet why fliould we repine. 
You've had yours, iVc had mine;, 

And now let our children begin. 

A I R ni, 

*T1 S thus in thofc toy« 

Invented for boyta 
To fliew how the weather wUI ^ot^ 

The woman and man 

On a difierent plasL 
Ace always direAedtanafivet 



One 
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One goes out to roam 

While t'other keeps home, 
fnfipid^ and dull as a drone» 

Thoagh near to each other 

As iifter and brother. 
They both take their airing alone. 

AIR IV. 

IVH E N the head of poor Tummas was brdfcc 

By Roger, who play'd at the wake. 
And Kate was alarm 'd at the ftroke. 

And wept for poor Tumm as's fake ; 
When his Worlhip gave noggins of ale. 

And the liquour was charming and flout^ 
O thofe were the times to regale. 

And we footed it rarelj^ about. 

Then our partners were buxom as does^ 

' And we all were as happy as kings, ^ 

ISach lad in his holyday cloaths. 

And the laiTes in all their \k&. things* 
What nterriment all the day long I 

May the feaft of our C01.1N prove fuclu 
Odzooks, but 111 join iiv the foog. 

And I'll hobble about wiUi. oQr cintdu 
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A I R V. 

.WHEN vapours o!cr the meadow die, 
And morning (Ireaks the parple iky, 
S wake to love with jocund glee 
To think on him who doats on me. 

When eve embrowns the verdant grove 
And Ph I l o m e l laments her love, 
tEach (igh I breathe, my love reveals 
And tells the pangs my bofom feels. 

With fecret pleafurc I furvey 
The frolick birds in amorous play. 
While fctadeft cares my heart employ 
Which flatten, leaps, and beats for joy« 

AI R VL 

YE S that's • a magazine of arm* 

To triumph over Time; 
Whence beauty borrows half her charms 
And always keeps her prime* 

At that the prudey coquette, andiaint, 

Induftrioas fets her face, * 
While powder, patch, and wa(h, and pamt. 

Repair or give a grace. 
, . ♦ The Toilettes 



CAPR1CI0U$ LOVERS^ .^m 

To arch the brow there lies tfae.bra(hj 

The comb to tij^ the hair« 
The Spanifli wool to give the Uufh, 

The pearl to die them fair. 

Hence rife the wrinkled^ pLdr, 9pd grey, . 

In frefheft beauty ftrong, .- . 

As Venus fair, as Flora gay^ 

As Hebe ever young. 

A I R vn. • 

G O ! fcfk fbme nymph of humbler Iot« 
To ihare thy boards and deck thy'cbt. 
With joy I fly the fimple youth 
Who holds me light, or doubts my truth* 

Thy fantaft for loye too wanton grown. 
Shall mourn it's peace and pleafure flowni 
Nor (hall my faith reward a Twain, 
Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain* 



AIR VII. 

THUS laugh'd at, jilted, and betray'djf 

I ftamp, I tear, I ravej 
O^cions, light, injurious maid« 

111 be no more thy flavc, 

Voi.LXVnt JTd in 



in rend thy image ffon my hearty 

Thy charms no fmtj/ppgf ; 
My foullhaU take Ac jriftcr part, ^ 

And lore fhatf^erftt S^^ ^ ^^^» ^--"^^ 

. ) f : Nil ftt) I ll/0:hl >/r- h VOT 1 

THANK yon, hdi6; Foi'^adFtAl"^ ^"^ 
But I pray you both forbear, ... , ,^ 

SurcIam^aHovcr fcratdkis P^"' :^ !,'""!; '^'' 
That yonr curious hands muftp1a<fei' ""^ ^ 

Such oildfp^supo^my tnai ' r''^^''^^^- ^^''l '* 

With your pencils, paint, aiid piSe&i. '^^ ' 

How I totter, in. n^x git. 

From a drds of fo nrach we|g^ht, ^ . 

Could my Coli n now but fee 
What a thing they'yp- madf^ oC iM^v .1 \^ ..,, fflj^.fr 
Ohhc'4'fpliiiysfi4^wi;h,laughte.'" ' ~ 

AKR X.^ 

THE flowers which grace theikoatairelttdiw ^'^^ 
Awhile put forth their bhifhing hcadsy^ md: ?A 
But ere the clofe oS^pairting^dajfi; ajiH ad? n jt?/;* >' 
They wither, ftuink, ao4diaamj(*,^nJ i-^'i ^o'^. 

But thefe which miauc isilihiA mffi^.'i no:^^: rj 
Nor fcorch'd by funs, n^ iO^^. tr teAltai;>n)x>l 
Shall blulh with left indowAvM JWIW ^^m h;^ ' uiS n 
Which art at pfcafurc can seiM(9W -;»^*4j|i* i,«9^'i.<:; 
^% X . >*i. ' KIR 



j\t/>d yen '^4»Of^ v^.;.)- vH> }>-. ' \ 

WHEN htt a fi«^]S j^;^„,. .,,, i,„V' 

I rov'd without reftraint^ 
A ftieam was alf my |^kttV-tblfi»^ 

And hcal% jiiji,o^y.~paiiijU>, ; ... ;» v \ ; 

The charms I boaft, .feala^j io^vfewl^ . , . 

I gave to Nature's care. 
As Vice ne'er fpoilt their native huq^ 

They coqid not want xepai^^ 

AIR 301. 

HOW ftiange the mode.wUch tfuft negkEb^, 
And refts ^ hta&fy in diefeaSi r _^ , 

But we by homely nature taught. 
Though rude in ffekh sut ^!db^l9itftdftj(ht« 

AIR 3tltl. 
FOR vadoit^poipofe &rvt8 die Fan,. 

As thus >• decent blind,. 

Between the flicks to peep at nnur^ 

Nor yet betiay jWir 



Each adtibn hailr DMladhg plaia^ 

ReTentoMM^ hk AS kap^ 
A flirt exprefies ftlbi^ difmb.' 

Co&iiBat»gende4^^^' • -" '- 
^ • A D d » 12^ 



.LI,D7P*8 POEMS* 

AH paffiontwin the f j^r jdifclofe, 

AU modes oikaJiciii^ ^^'^'''^ ^^^^ ^^'^ ^"^"^ 
And to advanu« fwi^y ^Sk-"" '''''1 '' ^^-^ "'^^ 

The hand/lrfiit' ftfe'bbllt.^^^S^"^' S""inr -'HrfW ■ 

. .. J: ^: 0» cPn.}i,.i| i.„r, iittwl bnA 

Tis FolIj*s fcepter firft defign'd 

By Love's capricious boy» 
Who knows how li^dy^'all fhankfnd 

Ai!B goyjem'd by a toy. 

i ' • '■■' " ■ '•" i-Hih yrn 'OHT 

IF iyiint Lore with cruel dart "' ' ' " '" ' '"'* j 
Tmwlix.the rouden's tender hearts . ^^ 

Of aifrfidthaiui fond wief. . ,:.,'.;;'*' ,;^; 

She hogs the ^ aivl aid« the thieC,, ^ ._ , j,^; „;^ , . 

Tilir, kft iherhd|fci» ftate to m<mm,' '^''' ^•'" ""'* 
N^lpAed^ loving, «.d forjori} ; . . ^ _ .^ ^^^ ^^. ^^ 
She finds, while gtief;,}K;fX9n»,ii}njp^ ^^^^^^^ ^^^^ 
As weU a* dam the .Qp^ .^ wwg,.. ,. ,,^^ ,.^ ^.^^^ 

• • ■• ''■'■■' lii!i 1..!!. _.u; J I jU-iaI >.>'i<li 

A I R XV. j 

ALONG your vejdant lowly vale i 

Calm Zephyr breathes a gentle gale, ... j 
Bat ruftling through the lofty tiees 

It fwells beyond the peaceful breeze , 
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Thus free from Envy's poifpn'a dart, , 1 

You boaft a pure unruffled toij^, ...,..;.. ». m 
While jarnng thoughts fi^^^j^^^^f^fm^^^. ^^^ 
And iwell our paflions to a ftornu 

THO' my drefs^ as my manners, is umpie fearplain^ 
A rafcal I hate, and a knave I diidain ; f 
My dealings are juft, aiid my eohfcience is clear^ 
And I'm richer than thofe who have thoufands a year. 

Tho' bent down with age and for Qmfting ntiaa^f 
J feel no remorfe from thcfotiics oT youth ; • ^^ ^^ 
I ftill tell my tale,' and rqoice in: my fong, J- ^ ^2 
And my boys think my life not a moment too longw 

liet the courtiers, thofe deafers m grin and gtfyifteij^ 
Creep under, dattiic over, for ti^ oi^ fhtt ; " - - 
Above all the titks tiat flow from Vthrane,*^" '*^ • eA 
Tbat of hondt I prize,, and that title's my owiw 

'■<''' ' . ' ' ■ '. '. ,,"■• ' s. 

*"ci ''■'>■'■'■ ' ■ ■ \ . .•> . 

Dd 3 AIR 
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AIR XVL 

FROM flow'r to flow^rtlie huttarSy, 

0*cr fidds or gMdcfli rtfigfegi^ >^ "^9 H T * A 

Sips fwccts from each, aAi-fltftites^jlc,*'- '? vi. 3 
And all his life is cfaao^in^: ^ ^ 

Thus roving man new objedb fway. 

By yariotts channs delighted, 
While (he who {Jeafes moft to-day 

To-monow (hall be flighted. 



AIR xvn. 

W H EN far frcMn Fafhion's gilded fccne 

I breath*d my native air. 
My thoi]ght9 were calnii, my mind ferene^ 

No doabtings hacbour'd there. 

But now no more myfelf I find* 
Diftradion rends my breaft ; 

Whilft hopes and fears difturb my mind. 
And murder all my reft* 
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AIR XVItL 

..;B>-x>j.: Mi- ."• v .» ».'.. ^i^ vV'JO ^■ 
FLATTERINQ. IiQpe9 thQ;iw|Li4d6(M[q| 

Eafy fsuth tooclteacimt,:: ,: :e > - 
Woman, fond and all bdiemg j , „, ; ^;« \ 

Loves and hugs the dear deceit 

■"■ '■ ' .-■ ► ■'•"' ■ '.'■>> ,^ i^' ■ ' . 
Noify (hew of pomp and riches,^ . 

Cupid's trick |o catch the faiTi' 

Lowly maids totp oft bewitches^ 

Flattery is the beauty's fnare. 



AIR XIX* 

WHAT'S all the pomp of gaudy courts/ 
But vain ddight* and jiD(sJ[iiig lejn* 

Wlule pkafure crowns your nmlfports 
With calm content, and tranquil joys* 



I>d 4 AIR 



4M^ 3SIvqr«*«n9K»flR{L3 



AIX4K lacj A 

R E T UR tf;^*l8»>flr^k!foeK^ *fcfl& J H W 
Where fimpk Natiflft'fffifiiij'^Jfi^,^^^ ^'i^^fi lionKrfT 
Where Love is every fl5Jf{flffiri'J^,^ ^'^^ -^^odd 3:>nl8 
And evciy nymph ildffll id?Iffi.''^'^^«^q"> V^J HjLf// 

The court ha^Sii^p^tinferfojrf?'^-^"^ '*'^' ^^nnql wn^H 
Infipid mirte ind idle tooift ^ '; '^'^ ^'^s'" Hof, oHl 
But rural joys aredvcr nei«r, ''•''' '''■^- 2t>n!)iql KnA 
While nymphs are kind, andftqpKMdi^^iiifr^'^ f' '' ''^ 



AIR XXL ' ;- ■;rir;|.ii:^rA 
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AGAIN in ruftic weeds array'^, ., ._^^ .^, 
A fimple fw^, a fimple maid« 
O'er rural fcenes with joy well lOvc,. 
By dimpling breok^ -•r cooling grove* 

The birds (hall (train their littfe ttiroatV; ' ' 
And warble wild their merry notes ; ' "' • 
Whilft we converfe beneath the (hade, \^ 
A happy Twain, and happy maid. 

Thy hands (hafl pluck, to grace my bow V^' 
The lufcious fruit, the fragrant fiow% " 
Whilft joys fliaH.blefi, for ever nipw. 
Thy Phoebe kind; my 'Col iN" true. '' ^ ''"-^ 



.1 
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That toil awaits thy ^^jsMfvljjw^, ,^^,^ \ , ^ , 
Since labour oft a^wjiT^h^^)^^ ,./, .^, . ^] ^ 
Which lazy fpkadour jt^e^awa ? :. 

Hence fprings the purpfc^^tJ^Q o{ f^^'fislf*. * 
The rich man's wi(h, the po^^ ipan's wealthy 
And fpreads thofe blufhes o'er .the face. 
Which come and go with native grace* 

The pride of drefs, the pomp offhew^ 
Are trappings oft to cover woe ; 
But we, whole wifhes never roam» 
Shall tafte of real joys at home. 



AIR XXIII. 

NO doubt but your fool's-cap has knowo 

His highnefs obligingly kind, 
«^Odzooks I could knock the fool down« 

Was e'er fuch a cuckoldy hind ? 

To be fnre, like a good-natur'd fpoufe. 
You've lent him a part of your bed ; 

He has fitted the horns to your brows. 
And I fee them fprout out o( your head. 



4IO LL0YD*SP0EM8. 

To keep your wife virtuous suid tl^e 
' The courTM a wonderful ^choolf^ ^ 
— My Lord youVe an excellent tafte. 
— And, fon, you're n Xackoldy fooL 

If yonr lady thoald bring yoir 'anTh^r,;^' 

The Uood will flow rich in his veias^' 
Many thanks to my Lord for his care— 
. VjiJ. You dog, I could kttwi 6^§f6hh hkSiCT^ 

■•■\ v-^l.;:/^ A-r: J rC^ 

• ..:■ i ' .i-V yS\ 

V * ■'■•■-' ^r- H -J!'!'* 

rt. ■ .:. '.::^. •-*■;' 
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■ on his Majesty's Birth-d»r I2A 
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iS\ r ^ ^'» I '.^ 3 O o* *5Dv 
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c^T.cHAT - ^-r-^-^r^^^s-^jg 

nklogue between an Author an^iii&'^ii^ifS^B'^iS 

^ Poet ^V ' . ' ^h. .arrnjjj 

^ two RubricPofts . "^^i:"^^''^^j^ 
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